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^ last Cfironicle of Carlinflfortr. 

CHAPTER I. 

SOCIETY. 

1U0TWITHSTANDING such little social 
^^ crosses, however, the society at the 
Parsonage, as thus constituted, was very 
agreeable. Mr. May, though he had his 
faults, was careful of his daughter. He 
sat in the drawing-room every evening 
till she retired, on the nights their visitors 
came, and even when it was Clarence only 
who remained, an inmate of the house, and 
free to go and come as he pleased. Ur- 

VOL. III. B 



2 PHCEBB, JUNIOR. 

sula, he felt, must not be left alone, and 
though it is uncertain whether she fully 
appreciated the care he took of her, this 
point in his character is worth noting. 
When the young party went out together, 
to skate, for instance, as they did, for 
several merry days, Reginald and Janey 
were, he considered, sufficient guardians 
for their sister. Phoebe had no chaperon 
— " Unless you will take that serious office ^ 
upon you, Ursula," she said, shrugging 
her shoulders prettily ; but she only went 
once or twice, so well was she able, even 
when the temptation was strongest, to 
exercise self-denial, and show her perfect 
power of self -guidance. As for old Tozer 
and his wife, the idea of a chaperon never 
entered their homely heads. Such articles 
are unnecessary in the lower levels of 
society. They were anxious that their 
child should enjoy herself, and could not 
understand the reason of her staying at 
home on a bright frosty day, when the 
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Mays came to the door in a body to fetch 
her. 

" No, if they'd have gone down on their 
knees, nor if I had gone down on mine, 
would that girl have left me," cried the 
old lady, with tears in her eyes. " She do 
behave beautiful to her old granny. If so 
be as I haven't a good night, no power on 
earth would make that child go pleasuring. 
""it's 'most too much at her age." 

But Phoebe confided to Ursula that it 
was not altogether anxiety about her 
grandmother. 

" I have nobody of my own to go with. 
If I took grandpapa with me, I don't think 
it would mend matters. Once or twice 
it was possible, but not every day. Go 
and enjoy yourself, dear," she said, kissing 
her friend. 

Ursula was disposed to cry rather than 
to enjoy herself, and appealed to Reginald, 
who was deeply touched by Phoebe's fine 
feeling. He took his sister to the ice, but 
that day he went so far as to go back himself 

B 2 
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to No. 6, actually into the house, to make 
a humble protest, yet to insinuate his 
admiration. He was much impressed, 
and approved highly of this reticence, 
having a very high standard of minor 
morals for ladies, in his mind, like most 
young men. 

** She is not one of the girls who rush 
about everywhere, and whom one is sick 
of seeing," he said. 

" I think it is very silly," cried Janey. 
" Who cares for a chaperon ! and why 
shouldn't Phoebe have her fun, like the 
rest, instead of shutting herself up in a 
stuffy room with that dreadful old Mrs. 
Tozer?" 

Her brother reproved her so sharply for 
this speech that Janey withdrew in tears, 
still asking " Why ?" as she rushed to her 
room. Clarence Copperhead, for his part, 
stroked his moustache and said it was a 
bore. 

" For she is the best skater of all the 
ladies here," he said. " I beg your pardon. 
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Miss Ursula. She's got so much go in 
her, and keeps it up like fun. She's the 
best I know for keeping a fellow from 
getting tired ; but as it's Thursday, I 
suppose she'll be here in the evening." 

Clarence never called them anything but 
Miss Ursula and Miss Phoebe, dropping 
the prefix in his thoughts. He felt that 
he was " a little sweet upon " them both ; 
and, indeed, it had gleamed dully across 
his mind that a man who could marry 
them both need never be bored, but was 
likely always to find something " to do." 
Choice, however, being necessary, he did 
not see his way so clearly as to which he 
would choose. " The mountain sheep are 
sweeter, but the valley sheep are fatter," 
he said to himself, if not in these immortal 
words, yet with full appreciation of the 
sentiment. Ursula began to understand 
dinners with a judicious intelligence, which 
he felt was partly created by his own 
instructions and remarks ; but in the even- 
ing it was Phoebe who reigned supreme. 
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She was so sensible that most likely she 
could invent a menu all out of her own 
head, he thought, feeling that the girl who 
got him through the "Wedding March" 
with but six mistakes, was capable of any 
intellectual feat. He had not the slightest 
doubt that it was in his power to marry 
either of the girls as soon as he chose to 
intimate his choice ; and in the meantime 
he found it very agreeable to maintain a 
kind of mental possibility of future pro- 
prietorship of them both. 

And thus the pleasant life ran on in the 
most agreeable absorption and abstraction 
from the world outside. " Don't ask any- 
one else; why should we have anyone 
else ?" they all said, except Janey, who 
had condescended to appear in the evening 
in her best frock, though she was not ad- 
mitted at dinner, and who thought a few 
additional guests, and a round game now 
and then, would be delightful variations 
upon the ordinary programme; but the 
others did not agree with her. They 
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became more and more intimate, mingling 
the brother and sister relationship with a 
something unnamed, unexpressed, which 
gave a subtle flavour to their talks and 
flirtations. In that incipient stage of love- 
making this process is very pleasant even 
to the spectators, full of little excitements 
and surprises, and sharp stings of moment- 
ary quarrel, and great revolutions, done 
with a single look, which are infinitely 
amusing to the lookers-on. The house 
became a real domestic centre, thought of 
by each and all with tender sentiment, 
such as made its owners somewhat proud 
of it, they could scarcely tell why. Even 
Mr. May felt a certain complacence in the 
fact that the young men were so fond of 
the Parsonage, and when he heard com- 
plaints of the coldness and dullness of 
domestic intercourse, smiled, and said that 
he did not feel it so, with that pleasant 
sense of something superior in himself to 
cause this difierence, which is sweet to the 
greatest Stoic ; for he was not as yet en- 
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lightened as to the entire indifference of 
the little circle to any charm in him, and 
would have been utterly confounded had 
anyone told him that to the grave and 
reflective Northcote, whom he had treated 
with such magnanimous charity, binding 
him (evidently) by bonds of gratitude to 
himself for ever, it was little Ursula, and 
not her father, who was the magnet of at- 
traction. Mr. May was a clever man, and yet 
it had not occurred to him that any com- 
parison between his own society and that of 
Ursula was possible. Ursula I a child ! He 
would have laughed aloud at the thought. 
But all this pleasant society, though 
father and daughter both agreed that it 
cost nothing, for what is a cake and a cup 
of tea P and the late dinners, and the extra 
maid, and the additional fires, and gene- 
ral enlargement of expenditure made im- 
mense inroads it must be allowed into the 
additional income brought by Clarence 
Copperhead. The first quarter's payment 
was spent, and more than spent, before it 
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came. The money that was to be laid up 
for that bill of Tozer's— perhaps — had now 
no saving peradventure left in it ; for the 
second half would not be due till two 
months after the Tozer bill, and would 
but be half, even if procurable at once. 
Mr. May felt a slight shock when this 
gleamed across his mind, but only for a 
moment. There was still a month, and a 
month is a long time, and in the mean- 
time James was almost certain to send 
something, and his Easter offerings might, 
probably would, this year, be something 
worth having. Why they should be bet- 
ter than usual this year Mr. May did not 
explain to himself ; his head was a little 
turned it must be supposed by the moment- 
ary chance of having more money in his 
hands than he used to have. Already 
he had got into the habit of ordering what 
he wanted somewhat recklessly, without 
asking himself how the things he ordered 
were to be paid, and, as so often happened, 
followed up that first tampering with the 
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rules of right and wrong by a general 
recklessness of the most dangerous kind. 
He was not so much alone as he had been, 
his house, in which he was infinitely more 
amiable than of old, had become more 
pleasant to him, he liked his life better. 
His son was independent with an income 
of his own, and therefore he felt much 
more respect for him, and treated 
hiita as a companion. His daughter 
had developed, if not in the way of 
entr^eSf a talent for dinners which raised 
her very much in his eyes ; and naturally 
the regard shown to her by the visitors 
reacted upon Mr. May, though it had not 
crossed his mind as yet that anyone could 
be in love with Ursula. All this made 
him happier in spite of himself. When 
you begin to esteem and be proud of your 
children your life is naturally happier than 
when you scofi* and jeer at them, and treat 
them as creatures of inferior mould to 
yourself. Mr. May found out all at once 
that Reginald was a fine young fellow. 
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that Ursula was pretty and pleasant, and 
that droll Janey with her elf-locks and 
angles was amusing at least, if no more. 
As for the little ones, they were consider- 
ably thrust into a corner when the elder 
youth forced itself into the front. They 
learned their lessons in corners, and had 
their tea by themselves, and were much 
humbled and subdued from the moment in 
which their schoolbooks and toys had 
meandered over the whole house, and 
their looks and likings had been just as 
important as anything else. When there is 
no mother to protect them, the elder sister's 
first lover marks a terribly critical period 
for the children of the house. They were 
banished from the drawing-room, except on 
special occasions, when they came en grande 
tenuej in their best things, and were jeered 
at by Mr. Copperhead. He called them "the 
kids," both Amy and Robin were aware, 
and they resented it unspeakably. Thus 
the inward happiness of the Mays confined 
itself to the upper regions of the family. 
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Even Betsy regretted the days when, if 
she had more to do, she had at least " her 
kitchen to herself" and nobody to share 
the credit. There was more fuss and 
more worry, if a trifle less labour, and the 
increase in consequence which resulted 
from being called cook, instead of maid-of- 
all-work, was scarcely so sweet in posses- 
sion as it had seemed in prospect. 

" Them late dinners" were the object of 
her perpetual railings ; " oh, how much 
more comfortable it was, if gentry would 
but think so, to have your dinner at two, 
and get done with your washing up before 
you was cleaned, or had any occasion to 
bother yourself about your cap I" When 
little Amy cried over the loneliness of 
** the children's tea," which they frequently 
had to pour out for themselves, Betty 
gave her a cake and a kiss, and felt dis- 
posed to cry too. 

" And she don't know, poor child, not 
the half," said Betty, which was a kind 
of oracular sentence difficult for Betty 
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herself to understand. The children had 
nothing to do with the late dinner ; they 
were sent to bed earlier than they used to 
be, and scolded if any distant sound of 
romps made itself audible at seven o'clock 
when their elders were dining ; and then 
when the little ones went injured to bed, 
and Johnny indignant, worked at his les- 
sons by himself in a corner of the old 
nursery, deeply aware that his schoolboy 
boots and jacket were quite unfit for the 
drawing-room, the grown up young people 
ran lightly up * stairs, all smiles and plea- 
sure, and those delightful evenings began. 
The children sometimes could not get 
to sleep for the piano and the raspings of 
the fiddle, which sounds of mirth sug- 
gested nothing but the wildest enjoyment 
to them ; and when the door opened now 
and then, bursts of laughter and mingling 
voices would come out like the sounds the 
Peri heard at the gates of Paradise. The 
elder ones were happy ; their little atoms 
of individual life had all united for the 
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moment into one sunshiny and broad 
foundation, on which everything seemed 
to rest with that strange sense of stability 
and continuance, which such a moment of 
happiness, though it carries every element 
of change in it, almost invariably brings. 
It felt as if it might go on for ever, and 
yet the very sentiment that inspired it 
made separation and convulsion inevitable 
— one of those strange paradoxes which 
occur every day. 

Thus the year crept round, and winter 
melted away with all its amusements, and 
spring began. Mr. Northcote's time at 
Salem Chapel was more than half over, 
a fact on which the congregation con- 
gratulated itself much. 

" If so be as he had a settled charge of 
his own, I shouldn't be sorry to see him 
gone to-morrow," said one of the recent 
members. 

** Settled charge ! You take my word," 
said Mrs. Pigeon, who was getting old, 
but always continued a woman of spirit, 
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" he'll never have a settled charge in our 
connection. He carries on here, 'cause he 
can't help hisself, but he ain't cut out for 
a pastor, and he's a deal too thick with 
them Church folks. A parson, too ! I'd 
'a thought he had more pride." 

"Nay, now, but I don't wish him no 
harm," said the first speaker ; " he's a 
civil spoken gentleman . if he ain't so 
free and so pleasant as st body looks for." 

" Civil spoken !" said the other ; " one 
of our own ministers in our own connec- 
tion! Bless you ! they're our servants, 
that's what they are. I'd like to see one 
on 'em as 'ud take upon him to be civil 
spoken to me." 

" Well, I wouldn't go as far as that," 
cried Mrs. Brown ;" " we pays 'em their 
salary, and we 'as a right to a civil word : 
but a minister's a minister, and I'll show 
him respect as long as he deserves it. I 
ain't one for being too hard upon minis- 
ters, especially when they're young men. 
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as has their temptations like^ we all 
know." 

"I don't know what you call temp- 
tations," said Mrs. Pigeon ; " licking the 
dust under the feet of a Church parson ! 
and after speaking up so bold against 
young May and them old cheats at the 
College. I wish he was gone from here, 
that's what I wish, and our old pastor (if 
we can't get none better) back again. 
He was one as knew his place, and 
wouldn't have set his foot inside one of 
them Parsonages. Parsonages, indeed! 
kept up with our money. If ever there 
was an iniquity on this earth it's a State 
Church, and all the argufying in the world 
won't put that out of me." 

It happened that Northcote was in the 
poulterer's shop, talking to the poulterer 
himself at this moment, and he heard the 
conclusion of this speech delivered with 
much unction and force. Such senti- 
ments would have charmed him three 
months ago, and probably he would have 
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thou^btt his uneducated but strenuous 
partisan an extremely intelligent woman. 
He hurried away now with an uncomfort- 
able smile. If an opinion is the right 
opinion, why should it have an air of 
absurdity thrown upon it by being thus 
uttered in ungrammatical language by a 
poulterer's wife ? Truth is the same by 
whomsoever stated ; but yet, was not dog- 
matism on any subject the sign of an in- 
experienced and uncultivated, or a rude and 
untutored mind? What did this woman 
know of the Parsonage, which she sup- 
posed she helped to pay for ? What had 
he himself known three months ago 'of 
Reginald May, whom he had assaulted so 
savagely ? This Church family, which 
Mrs. Pigeon knew no better than to abuse 
with what divine charity it had received 
himself, notwithstanding his public sin 
against it. When he thought of that 
public sin, Northcote's countenance glowed 
with shame, and it continued to glow 
with a more agreeable warmth when he 
VOL. m. 
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escaped into thought of the goodness 
which the Mays had shown him. Had 
there ever been such goodness? Was 
there ever so sweet a home of the heart 
as that faded, homely drawing-room? 
His heart beat high, his steps quickened ; 
they carried him down Grange Lane in a 
path so often trod that he felt there must 
be a special track of his own under the 
garden walls, going Parsonage way. 
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CHAPTER II. 

LOVE-MAKING 

■V/TRS. SAM HURST had been a. long 
-^'J- time out of Carlingford ; she had 
been paying visits among her friends, with 
whom, though the young Mays would 
never believe it, she was very popular, 
for she was not ill-natured in her gossip, 
and she was often amusing in the fullness 
of her interest in other people. It was 
April when she came back, and the early 
warmth and softness of the spring were 
beginning to be felt in Grange Lane ; the 
doors of the houses began to be left open, 
and the girls at the Parsonage had taken 
to running out and in without their hats, 
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gleaming through the little shnibbery in 
front, and ronnd to the back garden. One 
evening it was so mild that they all (which 
comprehensive term sometimes extended 
to " the whole party " began to be com- 
monly used among them with that compla- 
cence in the ezdnsiveness of their Uttle 
coterie, which every " set " more or less 
feels) came downstairs in a body, and 
wandered abont among the laurel bushes 
in the spring moonlight. There was 
Ursula and Mr. Northcote, Phoebe and 
B^inald, and Clarence Copperhead, ¥rith 
Janey behind, who followed where they 
went, but did not enjoy the ceremony. It 
was bad enough in the drawing-room; 
but moonlight, who cared about moonlight, 
Janey said to herself indignantly? She 
was the only one who looked up to Mrs. 
Hurst's window where there was a faint 
light, and when the voices became audible 
Janey perceived some one come behind 
the curtain and look out. The girl was 
divided between her fiuthful &mily feud 
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against Mrs. Hurst, and a vague sense of 
satisfaction in her presence as a Marplot, 
who one way or other would infallibly in- 
terfere. 

" She will say something to papa," said 
Janey, her heart involuntarily rising at 
the thought, though at the same time she 
shivered to think of the treachery involved 
to all the tenets of the family. Janey sat 
on the steps and listened to the others 
talking. No one pointed out the stars to 
her, or followed her about as Reginald 
followed Phoebe. As for Mr. Copperhead, 
Janey thought he was almost as lonely as 
she was. He had lighted his cigar, and 
was strolling up and down interrupting 
both of the other pairs occasionally, break- 
ing into the midst of North cote's astro- 
nomical lecture abruptly, and stopping 
Phoebe herself in the middle of a sentence. 
Janey, watching sharply from the steps, 
noticed, as a spectator has it in her power 
to do, that whereas Northcote was ex- 
tremely impatient of the interruption, and 
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discovered immediately that the stars could 
be seen better from another spot, Phoebe 
took it quite sweetly, and addressed her- 
self to him as she went on, which Reginald 
did not like, Janey was sure. Were they 
in love with each other, the girl asked her- 
self — was this how it was managed? 
When the moon went under a cloud for a 
moment, Clarence Copperhead's vast shirt- 
front made a kind of substitute dpwn 
below. Janey lost the other two among 
the bushes, but she always beheld that orb 
of white moving back and forward with 
two dark figures near. She felt sure 
Reginald did not want to have him in such 
close neighbourhood; but Phoebe's voice 
went on talking to both alike. Janey was 
half pleased, and half indignant. She had 
a jealous dislike, such as most girls have, 
to see her brother engrossed by anyone, 
but no more did she like to see another 
man preferred to Reginald ; she was jealous 
both ways. As she sat and watched, a 
slight little creak came to her sharp ears. 
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and looking up she saw Mrs. Hurst's 
drawing-room window opened the very 
least little bit in the world. Ah ! Janey 
said, with a long breath. There was 
nothing she would not have given to have 
talked it all over with Mrs. Hurst, and 
to hear what she would say, if she had not 
been the traditional adversary against 
whom all the family steeled their hearts. 

That was a very pleasant evening ; they 
all remembered it afterwards. It was the 
moment when Ursula discovered all in the 
darkness, when the moon was under that 
cloud, what Mr. Northcote meant. It 
flashed upon her like a sudden light, 
though they were standing in the shade 
of a great laurel. He did not make any 
declaration, nor say a word that she could 
remember. And yet all at once, by some 
magic which is not explainable, she found 
out that that was what he was meaning. 
This is not an admirable sentence ; but it 
is difficult to know how to put it better. 
It was quite a strange discovery. It set 
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her heart beating, thumping against her 
breast. She herself meant notiiing what- 
ever, and she never thooght of any re- 
sponse, or of the time when he might ask 
her to make a response. The sensation 
of the moment was quite enough for 
Ursula. She was greatly startled, sur- 
prised, yet not surprised, touched and full 
of a wondering respect and sympathy, awe 
and half amusement. Could it be possi- 
ble, was that what it was? Though he 
was not conscious of betraying himself in 
any way, Northcote thought he had done 
something to oflfend her. Her shy silence 
and withdrawal finom him went to his 
heart; never had her society been so sweet, 
never had lie had her so completely to 
himself- What had he done to alarm or 
oflfend her ? He went home with his bead 
faD of tins, aMe to think of nothing ebe. 

And Phcsbe went home too, escorted by 
Beginald and CSarence together, to Iier 
grand&tlier*8 door, with her head bonii^ 
with many thoughts. It was not her 
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heart that was in a commotion, like little 
Ursula's. She was more experienced, 
though she was not much older, and had 
gone through such discoveries before now. 
But a much more perplexing accident had 
befallen her. Reginald May had fallen in 
love with her, and Clarence Copperfield, 
after considerable resistance and hanging 
off, was making up his mind to propose. 
Yes. Phoebe felt with unerring instinct 
that this was the state of affairs. He was 
making up his mind to propose. So much 
of her and so little of her had at length 
made an end of all the prudent hesitations 
that lay under the crisp pie-crust of that 
starched and dazzling shirt front. That he 
should never be able to speak a word to her 
without that May ! that fellow !" the son of 
my coach !" poking himself in, was a thing 
which at length had fired his cool blood 
to fever heat. Nobody else could play 
his accompaniments like that, or pull him 
through the " Wedding March" like that ; 
and who would look better at the head of 
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a table, or show better at a ball, or get on 
better in society? No one he knew, 
certainly. It was true she was only a 
Minister's daughter, and without a penny ; 
for the little fortune Mr. and Mrs. 
Beecham had carefully gathered together 
and preserved for their daughter, what 
was that to the Copperheads? — nothing, 
not a penny. But, on the other hand, 
Clarence felt that he himself, or rather his 
father, was rich enough to be able to 
afford a wife without money. There was 
no reason why he should marry money ; 
and a wife like Phoebe, what a relief that 
would be, in the way of education ! No 
need of any more coaching. She was 
clever, and fond of reading, and so forth. 
She would get everything up for him, if 
he went into parliament, or that sort of 
thing; why, she'd keep him posted up. 
" There ain't many girls that could do 
that," he said to himself. She would 
save him worlds of trouble ; save his money 
even, for coaches and that sort of thing 
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cost money; and then that fellow May would 
be out of it ; his nose would be put out of 
joint. These are not eloquent sentiments, 
but so it was that Clarence's natural 
feelings expressed themselves. He had 
intimated that he would see Miss Phoebe 
home, but May had stalked out side by 
side with him — had not left them for a 
moment ; and Clarence determined that 
he would not stand it any longer. If 
there was no other way of shaking this 
fellow off, why, then he would make up his 
mind to it, and propose. 

Phoebe somehow saw all this written 
in his fine countenance, and she saw at 
the same time that poor Reginald, who 
was (she thought) young and simple, and 
just the sort of poor boy to yield to such 
folly, was in love with her ; and her head 
was buzzing with the double discovery. 
The first was (of course) the most im- 
portant. She had no time to indulge 
her thoughts while she walked up 
between them, keeping them in play each 
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with a word, tajking all the way to fill up 
the somewhat sulky silence between them ; 
but when she got safely within the garden 
door, and heard it shut behind her, and 
found herself in the quiet of the little 
green enclosure, with the budding trees 
and the lilac bushes for her only com- 
panions, the relief was very grateful to her. 
She could not go in all at once to make 
conversation for grandpapa and grand- 
mamma, and give them the account they 
liked to hear, of how she had " enjoyed 
herself." She took off her hat to be 
cooler, and walked slowly down under 
the moonlight, her head all throbbing 
and rustling with thought. The paths 
were bordered with primroses, which made 
a pale glimmer in the moon, and shed a 
soft fragrance about. Phoebe had nothing 
to appeal to heaven about, or to seek 
counsel from nature upon, as sentimental 
people might do. She took counsel with 
herself, the person most interested. What 
was the thing she ought to do?' Cla- 
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r.enoe Copperhead was going to propose 
to her. She did not even take the trouble 
of saying to herself that he loved her ; it 
was Reginald who did that, a totally 
different person, but yet the other was 
more urgent. What was Phoebe to do ? 
She did not dislike Clarence Copperhead, 
and it was no horror to her to think of 
marrying him. She bad felt for years 
that this might be on the cards, and there 
were a great many things in it which 
demanded consideration. He was not 
very wise, nor a man to be enthusiastic 
about, but he would be a career to Phoebe. 
She did not think of it humbly like this, 
but with a big capital — a Career. Yes; 
she could put him into parliament, and 
keep him there. She could thrust him 
forward (she believed) to the front of 
affairs. He would be as good as a pro- 
fession, a position, a great work to Phoebe. 
He meant wealth (which she dismissed in 
its superficial aspect as something mean- 
ingless and vulgar, but accepted in its 
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higher aspect as an almoi^t necessary 
condition of influence), and he meant 
all the possibilities of future power. Who 
can say that she was not as romantic as 
any girl of twenty could be ? only her ro- 
mance took an unusual form. It was her 
head that was full of throbbings and 
pulses, not her heart. No doubt there 
would be difficulties and disagreeables. 
His father would oppose it, and Phoebe 
felt with a slight shiver that his father's 
opposition was nothing to be laughed at, 
and that Mr. Copperfield had it iu him to 
crush rebellion with a ferocious hand. 
And would Clarence have strength of 
mind or spirit to hold out? This was a 
very serious question, aud one which 
included all the rest. If she accepted his 
proposal, would he have the heart to stand 
to it against his father? or would her 
consent simply involve her in a humiliating 
struggle which would end in defeat? 
That was the great question. If this 
should be the case, what use would there 
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be in any sacrifice that Phoebe might 
make ? A struggle with Mr. Copperhead 
would affect her father's position as much 
or more than her own, and she knew that 
a great many of the congregation would 
infallibly side with Mr. Copperhead, feeling 
it a most dangerous precedent that a 
pastor's daughter should be encouraged to 
think herself eligible for promotion so 
great, and thus interfere with the 
more suitable matrimonial prospects of 
wealthy young men who might happen to 
attend her father's chapel. Such b, thing 
the conscript fathers of the connection 
would feel ought to be put a stop to with 
a high hand. So it may be supposed that 
Phoebe had enough to think of, as she 
strolled about in the moonlight alone, be- 
tween the two borders of primroses. 
Tozer thought she had gone upstairs to 
take off her " things," and it was natural 
that when a girl got before a looking-glass 
she should forget the progress of time; 
so that he merely wondered at her non- 
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appearance until the little chill of air stole 
in from the open door, and made Mrs. 
Tozer cough. 

" If it ain't our Phoebe a-walking about 
in the moonlight like a play-actor !" said 
Tozer, in consternation, drawing aside the 
curtain to look out. " I'll tell you what, 
old woman, the girl's in love ; and that's 
what it is." He thought this was a capital 
joke, and followed his witticism with a 
laugh. 

"Not much wonder, neither, with all 
them young fellows about," said the old 
lady. "You may laugh; but, Tozer, I 
ain't so easy in my mind as you. If it's 
him as they call Northcote, that don't 
matter; but if it's that big gabby of a 
Copperhead, there's troubles a-coming; 
though he's as rich, they do say, as 
Creases, whoever Creases might be, and 
it would be a credit to have the girl 
make a match like that out of our house." 

Whereat Tozer again laughed loud and 
long 
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"liVell," he said, "if Mister Creases 
himself was here, I wouldn't say as he 
was a bit too good for our Phoebe. Don't 
you trouble your head, old woman ; Cop- 
perhead or t'other one, let her make her 
choice. Phoebe junior's the girl as '11 be 
their match, and you may take my word 
for that. Phoebe's the one as will keep 
them in their right place, whoever they 
may be." 

Phoebe- heard this laugh echo out into 
the quiet of the night. Of course, she did 
not know the cause of it, but it disturbed 
her in her thoughts. Poor, kind, excel- 
lent grandpapa, she said to herself, how 
would he get on with Mr. Copperhead ? 
He would touch his forelock to so rich a 
man. He would go down metaphorically 
upon his knees before so much wealth; 
and what a fool Clarence would be thought 
on every side for wanting to marry her ! 
Even his mother, who was a romantic 
woman, would not see any romance in it 
if it was she, Phoebe, who was the poor 
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girl whom he wanted to marry. Ursula 
might hare been different, who was a cler- 
gyman's daughter, and consequently a lady 
by prescriptive right. But herself, Tozer's 
grand-daughter, Tom Tozer's niece, fresh 
from the butter-shop, as it were, and 
redolent of that petty trade which big 
trade ignores, as much as the greatest 
aristocrat does ! Phoebe was too sensible 
by far to vex or distress herself on this 
point, but she recognised it without any 
hesitation, and the question remained — was 
it for her advantage to enter upon this 
struggle, about which there could be no 
mistake, or was it not ? And this question 
was very difficult. She did not dislike 
Clarence, but then she was not in love 
with him. He would be a Career, but he 
was not a Passion, she said to herself with 
a smile; and if the struggle should not 
turn out successful on her part, it would 
involve a kind of ruin, not to herself only, 
but to all concerned. What, then, was 
she to do? The only thing Phoebe de- 
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cided upon was that, if she did enter upon 
that struggle, it must be successful. Of 
this alone there could be no manner of 
doubt. 



D 2 



36 



CHAPTER III, 



A DISOLOSUftB. 



" TT7ELL, young ladies !" said Mrs. 
^ ^ Sam Hurst, " I left you very 
quiet, but there seems to be plenty going 
on nowadays. What a beautiful moon 
there was last night ! I put up my win- 
dow to look at it, and all at once I found 
there was a party going on below. Quite 
eifete champetre. I have newly come from 
abroad, you know, and it seemed quite 
congenial. I actually rubbed my eyes, 
and said to myself, * I can't have come 
home. It's Boulogne still, it isn't Car- 
lingfordl" 

" There was no company," said Ursula, 
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with dignity; "there was only our own 
party. A friend of Reginald's and a friend 
of mine join us often in the evening, and 
there is papa's pupil — if you call that a 
party. We are just as quiet as when you 
went away. We never invite strangers. 
We are as much by ourselves as ever." 

" With a friend of Reginald's, and a 
friend of yours, and papa's pupil!" said 
Mrs. Hurst, laughing ; " double your own 
number, Ursula ! and I don't suppose 
Janey counts yet. Why, there is a young 
man too many. How dare you waste the 
gifts of Providence, you prodigal child ? 
And now let me hear who they are." 

"You may say Janey doesn't count," 
cried that young woman in person. " Oh, 
Mrs. Hurst, what a bore they are ! If 
that's society, I don't care for society. 
One always following Ursula about when- 
ever she moves, so that you can't say a 
word to her ; and the others pulling poor 
Phoebe to pieces, who hates them, I am 
sure. Phoebe was so jolly at first. She 
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would talk to you, or she would play for 
you ! Why, she taught Johnny and me a 
part-song to sing with her, and said he 
had a delightful voice ; but she never has 
any time to look at us now," said Janey, 
stopping in this breathless enumeration of 
wrongs. " She is always taken up with 
those horrible men." 

" I suppose you call Reginald a horrible 
man?" said Ursula, with rising colour. 
" K that was my opinion of my own 
brother, I should take care not to say it, 
at least." 

" Oh, Reginald isn't the worst ! There's 
your Mr. Northcote, and there's that Cop- 
perhead — Woodenhead, we call him in the 
nursery. Oh, how papa can put up with 
him, I can't tell ! he never had any 
patience with us. You can't think how 
dull he is, Mrs. Hurst ! I suppose girls 
don't mind when a man goes oti, whether 
he's stupid or not. I never heard Mr. 
Northcote say much that was interesting 



A DISCLOSURE. 39 

either; but he looks cleverj and that is 
always sopaething." 

"So Mr. Northcote is Ursula's one," 
said Mrs. Hurst, laughing. "You are a 
perfect jewel, Janey, and I don't know 
how I should ever find out anything that's 
going on, but for you. Northcote ! it is a 
new name in Oarlingford. I wonder I 
have not heard of him already ; or have 
you kept him entirely to yourself, and let 
nobody know that there was a new man in 
the place?" 

There was a little pause here. The 
girls knew nothing about Northcote, ex- 
cept the one fact that he was a Dissenter ; 
but as Mrs. Hurst was an excellent Church- 
woman, much better than they were, who 
had, perhaps, been brought up too com- 
pletely under the shadow of the Church 
to believe in it implicitly, they hesitated 
before pronouncing before her that un- 
fortunate name.. 

" I don't know whether you are aware," 
Ursula said at last, with some slowness 
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and reluctance, " that papa's pupil is of a 
Dissenting family. He is related, through 
his mother, to our cousins, the Dorsets." 
(This fact Ursula put forth with a little 
triumph, as refuting triumphantly any 
ready conclusion as to the social standing 
of Dissenters). "I think Mr. North cote 
came first to the house with Mr. Copper^ 
head. He is a Dissenter too." 

" Why, Ursula," cried Mrs. Hurst, " not 
the man who attacked Reginald in the 
Meeting? It was in all the papers. He 
made a frightful violent speech about the 
College and the sinecure, and what a dis- 
graceful thing it was that your brother, a 
young man, could accept it. You don't 
mean him ?" 

Ursula was struck dumb. She looked 
up at her questioner with her lips falling 
apart alittle, with a look of mingled con- 
sternation and fear. 

" Of course it can't be,'' said the gossip, 
who was not ill-natured. " You never 
read the papers, but your papa does, and 
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80 does Reginald. Oh, you may be sure 
it is some other Northcote, though I don't 
know the name." 

" Ursula doesn't like to tell you," said 
Janey ; " but he's the Dissenting Minister. 
I know he is. Well ! I don't care ! He 
is just as good as anybody else. I don't 
go in for your illiberal ways of thinking, 
as if no one was worth talking to except 
in the Church. Mr. -Northcote is very 
nice. I don't mind what you say. Do 
you mean to tell me that all those curates 
and people who used to plague our lives 
out, were nicer? Mr. Saunders, for in- 
stance; h6 is a real good Churchman, I 
have always heard people say — " 

" Hold your tongue, Janey ; you don't 
know anything about it," said Mrs. Hurst, 
whom this wonderful disclosure elevated 
into authority. " A Dissenting Minis- 
ter ! Ah, me ! what a thing it is for you 
poor girls to have no mother. 1 did not 
think your papa would have had so little 
consideration as to expose you to society 
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like that. But men are so thoughtless." 

" I don't know what right you have to 
speak of exposing us to society like that," 
cried Ursula, quivering all over with sud- 
den excitement. 

She felt as if some one had dug a knife 
into her, and turned it round in the wound. 

" Men have so little consideration," re- 
peated Mrs. Hurst, "especially when a 
girl is concerned. Though how your papa 
could have received a man who made such 
an assault upon him — even if he had 
passed over the attack upon Reginald, he 
was attacked himself." 

" It must be a mistake," said Ursula, 
growing pale. Her hands came together 
half unconsciously, and clasped in a mute 
gesture of appeal. " It is not possible ; it 
cannot be true." 

" Well, it is very odd that your papa 
should show such charity, I allow. I 
don't think it is in human nature. And 
Reginald, what does Reginald say ? If it 
is that man, it will be the strangest thing 
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I ever heard of. But there could not be 
two Northcotes, Dissenting Ministers in 
Oarlingford, could there? It is very 
strange. I can't think what your papa 
can have in his head. He is a man who 
would do a thing for a deep reason,* whether 
he liked it or not. How did this Mr. 
Northcote come first here ?" 

" Oh, it was through Mr. Copperhead," 
said Janey. " It was the first dinner- 
party we had. You should have seen the 
fright Ursula was in ! And papa would 
not let me come to dinner, which was a 
horrid shame. I am sure I am big enough, 
bigger than Ursula." 

" If he came with the pupil, that makes 
it all quite plain. I suppose your papa 
did not want to quarrel with his pupil. 
What a predicament for him, if that was 
the case ? Poor Mr. May ! Of course, he 
did not want to be uncivil. Why, it was 
in the * Gazette,' and the * Express,' and 
all the papers ; an account of the Meeting, 
and that speech, and then a leading article 
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upon it. I always file the * Express,' so 
you can see it if you like. But what an 
embarrassment for your poor papa, Ursula, 
that you should have taken this man up ! 
And Reginald, how could he put up with 
it, a touchy young man, always ready to 
take offence ! You see now the drawback 
of not paying a little attention to what is 
going on round^you. How uncomfortable 
you must have made them. It might 
be very well to look over an offence, not 
to be unpleasant to the stranger ; but that 
you should have thoughtlessly led this 
man on into the position of an intimate — " 

** I did nothing of the sort," cried Ur- 
sula, growing red and growing pale, start- 
ing up fi*om her work with a sense of the 
intolerable which she could not restrain. 
" What have I done to be spoken of so ? 
I never led him on, or anyone. What you 
say is cruel, very cruel ! and it is not true." 

"Isn't it true that he was here last 
night, following you about, as Janey says ? 
Oh, I know how these sort of things go 
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on. But you ought to think of your papa's 
position, and you ought to think of Regi- 
nald. If it was to come to the Bishop's 
ears that St. Roque's Parsonage was a 
refuge for Dissenters ! For I know who 
your friend is, Ursula ! That Tozer girl, 
another of them ! Indeed, I assure you, 
it makes me feel very uncomfortable. And 
Reginald, just at the very beginning of his 
career." 

Ursula did not make any reply. She 
bent her head down over her work, so low 
that her flushed cheeks could scarcely be 
seen, and went on stitching with energy 
and passion such as needles and thread are 
seldom the instruments of; and yet how 
much passion is continually worked away 
through needles and thread ! Mrs. Hurst 
sat still for some time, looking at her, very 
little satisfied to keep silence, but feeling 
that she had discharged an eflBcient missile, 
and biting her lips not to say more to 
weaken its efiect. When some time had 
passed in this way, and it was apparent 
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that Ursula bad no inteDtion of breaking 
the silence, her visitor got up and shook 
out her skirts with a little flutter of indig- 
nation . 

" You are offended," she said, " though 
I must say it is very ill on your part to be 
offended. What motive can I have but 
your good, and regard for your poor dear 
papa ? It is he that is always the victim, 
poor man, whether it is your vagaries he 
has to pay for, or Reginald's high-flying. 
Oh, yes ; you may be as angry as you like, 
Ursula; but you will find out the differ- 
ence if your encouragement of this Dis- 
senter interferes with something better — a 
living for Reginald, perhaps, or better pre- 
ferment for your poor papa." 

" Oh !" cried Janey, awe-stricken ; ** but 
after all, it was not Ursula ; it was papa 
himself. I think he must have done it to 
please Mr. Copperhead ; for, Mrs. Hurst, 
you know Mr. Copperhead is very im- 
portant. We have all to give in to him. 
He pays papa three hundred a-year." 
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" Three thousand wouldn't make up for 
it if it spoilt all your career," cried the 
indignant woman, and she swept away 
without saying any more to Ursula, who 
kept quite still over her work without 
budging. Janey went downstairs meekly 
after her to open the door, whispering an 
entreaty that she would not be angry. 

"No, no, I am not angry," said Mrs. 
Hurst, " but I shall keep it up for a day 
or two. It is the best thing for her. I 
think she was struck with what I said." 

Janey stole upstairs again, feeling rather 
guilty; but Ursula took little notice of 
her. The dinner was ordered and every- 
thing settled for the day. She was busy 
with her week's mending and darning, 
with the stockings and other things in a 
big basket beside her. When she came 
to some articles belonging to Janey, she 
threw them out with great impatience. 

"You may surely mend your things 
yourself, you are big enough. You can 
talk for yourself and me too," cried 
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Ursula with sudden impetuosity ; and then 
she sat and worked, her needle flying 
through the meshes of her darning, though 
it is hard to darn stockings in that impas- 
sioned way. They were socks of Johnny's, 
however, with holes in the heels that you 
could put your fist through, and the way 
in which the big spans filled themselves 
up under this influence was wonderful to 
see. Janey, who was not fond of mend- 
ing, set to work quite humbly under the 
influence of this example, and made two 
or three attempts to begin a conversation, 
but without avail. 

The girls were seated .thus in a dis- 
turbed and restless silence, working as if 
for their lives, when the usual little jar 
of the gate and sound of the bell down- 
stairs announced a visitor. On ordinary 
occasions, they were both in the habit of 
rushing to the window when the gate was 
opened to see who was coming, and Janey 
had thrown asside her work to do so, 
when a look from Ursula stopped her. 
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High-spirited as Janey was, she did not 
dare to disobey that look. By right of the 
passion that had got possession of her, Ur- 
sula took the absolute command of the 
situation in a way she had never done 
before, and some sudden intuition made 
her aware who it was who was coming. 
The girls both sat there still and breath- 
less, waiting for his appearance. He never 
came in the day, never had been seen in 
the Parsonage at that hour before, and 
yet Ursula was as certain who it was, as 
if she had seen him a mile off. He came 
into the room, himself looking a little 
breathless and^disturbed, and gave a quick 
impatient look at Janey as he went up to 
her sister. Ursula saw it and understood 
well enough. Janey was in his way ; he 
had come this morning with a special pur- 
pose. Her heart sank down to her very 
shoes, and then rose again with a feverish 
and unreal leap. Was it not her duty to 
take the initiative, to cut away the very 
ground from beneath his feet ? He took a 
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8eat| not far from where she was sitting, 
and made an effort to begin a little ordinary 
conversation, throwing frequent glances 
at Janey. He said it was a fine day, which 
was self-evident; that he almost feared 
they would be out ; that he had come to 
— to tell her something he had forgotten 
last night, about — yes, about — Cassiopeia's 
chair, to correct what he said about 
Orion — ^yes, that was it; and again he 
looked at Janey, who saw his looks, and 
wondered much what she ought to do— ^go 
away, as he evidently wished her, or stay 
and listen, which was the eager desire of 
her mind. When Ursula Jifted her head 
from her darning, and looked at him with 
cheeks alternately white and crimson, 
Janey felt herself grow hot and breathless 
with kindred excitement, and knew that 
the moment had come. 

^^ Mr. Norihcote," said Ursula, lookbig 
at lam fixedly, so fixedly that a nervous 
trembling ran over him, ^ I have a qiies^ 
tiom to ask you. Too have been ooming 
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to US very often, and perhaps papa may 
know, but I don't. Is it true that you 
made a speech about Reginald when you 
first came here ?" 

Janey, looking eagerly on, saw North- 
cote grow pale, nay, grey in the fresh 
daylight. The colour seemed to ebb out 
of him. He started very slightly, as if 
waking up, when she began to speak, and 
then sat looking at her, growing greyer 
and greyer. A moment elapsed before he 
' made may reply. 

" Ye&i I did,'* he said, with a half groan 
of pain in his voice. 

" You did ! really you did ! Oh !" cried 
Ursula, the hot tears falling suddenly out 
of her eyes, while she stiQ looked at him, 
*^ I was hoping that it was all some hor- 
rible mistake, that you would have laughed. 
I hoped you would laugh and say no." 
^ Northcote cleared his throat ; they were 
waiting for him to defend himself. Janey, 
holding herself on the leash, as it were, 
keeping herself back from springing upon 
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bim like a hound. Ursula gazed at him 
with great blazing reproachful eyes; and 
all he could do was to give that sign of 
embarrassment, of guilt, and confusion. 
He could not utter a word. By the time 
he had got himself wound up to the point 
of speech, Ursula, impatient, had taken 
the words out of his mouth. 

"Reginald is my brother," she said. 
"Whatever is against him is against us 
all; we have never had any separate in- 
terests. Didn't you think it strange, Mr. 
Northcote, to come to this house, among 
us all, when you had been so unkind to 
him?" 

" Miss May—" 

He made a broken sort of outcry and 
motion of his head, and then cleared his 
throat nervously once more. 

" Did you think how your own brothers 
and sisters would have stood up for you ? 
that it would have been an oflfence to them 
if anybody had come to the house who 
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was not a fHend to you ? that they would 
have had a right — " 

"Miss May," said the culprit; "all 
this I have felt to the bottom of my heart ; 
that I was here on false pretences — that I 
had no right to be here. But this painful 
feeling was all quenched and extinguished, 
and turned into gratitude by the goodness 
of your father and brother. I did not 
even know that you had not been told. 
I thought you were aware from the be- 
ginning. You were colder than they were, 
and I thought it was natural, quite natural, 
for it is easier to forgive for one's self than 
for those one loves ; and then I thought 
you melted and grew kinder to me, that 
you saw how all my ideas were changed, 
all my feelings — my mind itself; changed 
by the great charity, the wonderful good- 
ness I have found here 1" 

" Mr. Northcote 1" Ursula had been 
struggling to break in all the time ; but 
while he spoke her words dispersed, her 
feelings softened, and at the end she found 



54 PH(8BB, JUNIOB* 

nothing but that startled repetition of his 
name with which to answer him. No 
donbt if he had ^ven her time the 
eloquence would have come back ; but he 
was too much in earnest to be guilty of 
such a mistake. 

''What can I say about it ?'' cried the 
young man. '' It has filled me with shame 
and with happiness. I have been taken 
in my own trap — those whom I attacked 
as you say — ^wentoutof my way to attack, 
and abused like a fool because I knew 
notliing about them — have shown me what 
the Bible means. Your Either and brother 
knew what I had done, they met me 
separately, quite independent of each 
other, and both of them hdd out their 
hands to me; why, except that I had 
offended them, I cannot telL A stranger, be- 
longing to an obscure class, I had no claim 
upon them except that I had done what 
ought to have closed their house against 
me. And you know how they have in- 
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terpreted that. They have shown me 
what the Bible means.'' 

The two girls sat listening, both with 
their heads bent towards him, and their 
eyes fixed upon his face. When he stopped, 
Janey got up with her work in her lap, 
and coming a little nearer to Ursula, 
addressed her in a wondering voice, 

" Is it papa he is talking of Hke that ?" 
she said, under her breath. 

" Yes,'' he said, fervently, turning to 
her. " It is your father. He has made 
charity and kindness real things to me." 

" Poor papa !" said Ursula, whose tears 
were arrested in her eyes by the same 
surprised sensation, half pleasure, half 
pain, which hushed even Janey's voice. 
They were " struck," as Mrs. Hurst had 
said, but by such a strange mingling of 
feelings that neither knew what to make 
of them. !N'orthcote did not understand 
what they meant ; their words conveyed 
a slight shock of surprise, but no distinct 
idea to him ; and when Janey, too much 
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impressed to settle down again, went away 
after a while musingly, carrying her work 
in the upper skirt of her gown, held like 
a market-woman's apron by her elbow 
against her side ; and he found himself to 
have attained in the very confusion of his 
intentions to what he wished, i.e., an inter- 
view with Ursula by herself, he was almost 
too much agitated to take advantage of it. 
As for Ursula, she had floated a hundred 
miles away firom that sensation of last 
night which, had no stronger feeling come 
in to bewflder her, would have made his 
wrand very plain to her mind. She had 
ceased to think about him, she was think- 
ing with a certain tenderness, and wonder- 
ing half-awed, half-amused self-question- 
ing, about her father. Was he so good 
as this ? had he done this Christian action ? 
were they all perhaps doing papa injustice ? 
She was recalled to herself by Northcote's 
next proceeding. He went to the door 
and closed it afW Janey* who had left it 
open of course, and then he came to the 
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back of the chair on which stood the great 
basket of darning. His voice was tremu- 
lous, his eyes liquid and shining with 
emotion. 

" Will you forgive me, since they have 
forgiven me P and may I ask you some- 
thing ?" he said. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

AN BXTBAVAGANOB. 

"II J"R. MAY did not take any particular 
-^■^ notice of what was going on around 
him among the young people. Nobody 
could have been more startled than he, had 
he been told of the purpose with which 
Horace Northcote, the Dissenting minister, 
had paid his early morning visit; and 
though he had a half-scornful, half-amused 
glimmer of insight into the feelings of his 
son, and saw that Clarence Copperhead 
was heavily veering the same way, it did 
not occur to him that any crisis was ap- 
proaching. He was enjoying himself in 
his way, and he had not done that for a 
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long time. He dearly liked the better way 
of living, the more liberal strain of house- 
keeping and expenditure, he liked the 
social meetings in the evening, the talk 
after dinner with the three young men, 
the half-fatherly flirtation with Phoebe, 
which she too enjoyed much, avowedly 
preferring him, with pretty coquetry, to 
the others. All this was very pleasant to 
him; and the additional money in his 
pocket was very pleasant, and when the 
post came in, one of these April mornings, 
and brought a letter from James, enclosing 
a draft for fifty pounds, his satisfaction 
was intense. The sight of the money 
brought an itching to his fingers, a restless- 
ness about him generally. And yet it was 
not all that might have been desired, only 
fifty pounds 1 he had been buoying himself 
up by vain thoughts of how James this 
time, having been so long writing, would 
send a larger sura, which would at once 
tide him over the Tozer business, and on 
this account had been giving himself no 
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trouble about it. Never before had he 
been so insouciant, although never before 
had the risk been so great. He had 
suffered so much about it last time, pro- 
bably, that was why he took it so easily 
now; or was it because his trust in the 
chapter of accidents had grown great-er 
since he was more dependent on it? or 
because of the generally expanded sense 
of living in him which made anxiety un- 
congenial anyhow ? Whatever the cause 
was, this was the effect. A momentary 
disappointment when he saw how little 
James's draft was — then a sense of that 
semi-intoxication which comes upon a poor 
man when a sum of money falls into his 
hands — gradually invaded his soul. He 
tried to settle down to his writing, but 
did not feel equal to the effort. It was 
too little for the purpose, he said to him- 
self, for which he wanted it ; but it was 
enough to do a great many pleasant things 
with otherwise. For the first time he had 
no urgent bills to swallow it up ; the very 
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grocer, a long sufltering tradesman who 
made less fnss than the others, and about 
whom Ursula made less fuss, had been 
pacified by a payment on account off the 
Copperhead money, and thus had his 
mouth stopped. Barring that bill, indeed, 
things were in a more comfortable state 
than they had been for a long time in the 
May household ; and putting that out of 
account, James's money would have ^been 
the nearest approach to luxury — reckoning 
luxury in its most simple fotm as money 
to spend without any absolutely forestall- 
ing claim upon it — which Mr. May had 
known for years. It is so seldom that 
poor people have this delicious sense of a 
little, ever so little surplus 1 and it would 
be hard to say how he could entertain the 
feeling that it was an overplus. There 
was something of the fumes of despera- 
tion perhaps, and impending fate in 
the lightness of heart which seized upon 
him. He could not keep still over his 
writiog. He got up at last, and put 



62 PHCEBB, JUNIOR. 

James's draft into his pocket-book, and 
got his hat to go out. It was a fine 
morning, full of that exhilaration which 
belongs only to the spring. He went to 
the bank, and paid in the money, getting 
a small sum at the same time for his own 
immediate use ; but somehow his restless- 
ness was scarcely satisfied by l^at very 
legitimate piece of business, and he ex- 
tended his walk into the town, and strayed, 
half by chance, half by intention, to the 
old furniture shop at the other end of the 
High Street, which was a favourite resort 
of the higher classes in CarUngford, and 
where periodically there was an auction, 
at which sometimes great bargains were 
to be had. Mr. May went into this dan- 
gerous place boldly. The sale was going 
on ; he walked into the midst of tempta- 
tion, forgetting the prayer against it, 
which no doubt he had said that morning. 
And as evil fate would have it, a carved 
book-case, the very thing he had been 
sighing for, for years, was at that moment 
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the object of the auctioneer's praises^ 
It was standing against the wall, a noble 
piece of furniture, in which books would 
show to an advantage impossible other- 
wise, preserved from dust and damp by 
the fine old oak and glass door. Mr. 
May's heart gave a little jump. Almost 
everybody has wished for something un- 
attainable, and this had been the object 
of his desires for years. He gave a little 
start when he saw it, and hurried forward. 
The bidding had actually begun, there 
was no time to think and consider, if he 
wished to have a chance, and it was going 
cheap, dead cheap. After a minute or 
two of competition the blood rose to his 
cheeks, he got thoroughly excited. The 
effect of this excitement was twofold — not 
only did it drive all thought of prudence 
out of his head, but it raised by several 
pounds the price of the book-case, which, 
had he gone about it coolly, he might 
have had at a much cheaper rate. When 
he suddenly woke up to find himself the 
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owner of it, a thrill of consternation ran 
over him— it was all so sudden; and it 
was perfectly innocent, if only he had 
any money ; and to be sure he had James's 
money, which was not enough to do any- 
thing else-— certainly not to do the thing 
he wanted it for. He tried to laugh at 
himself for the little thrill of alarm that 
ran through him ; but it was too late to 
recede; and he gave his cheque for the 
money and his directions as to having it 
sent to the Parsonage, with a quake at 
his heart, yet a little flourish of satisfac- 
tion. 

•*Just what I have been wanting for 
years,'' he said, as he examined his new 
acquisition, and the people about looked 
at him with additional respect he felt, not 
being used to see Mr. May so prompt in 
payment, and so ready with his money. 
This pleased him also. He walked home 
with his head a little turned still, although 
there was a quake and flutter underneath. 
Well I he said to himself, who could call 
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it an extravagance ? a thing he had wanted 
for years — a thing which was a necessity, 
not for luxury, but every day use — a thing 
which was not dear, and which was very 
handsome and substantial, and really good ; 
how could anyone say it was extravagant? 
Ursula might stare with her big eyes, but 
she was only a silly little girl, and women 
always were silly about expenses, alarmed 
by a big bold handsome purchase, though 
there was nobody better at the art of 
frittering away money in petty nothings. 
When he got home, he began at once ner- 
vously to clear the space where it should 
stand. What an improvement it would 
be ! and his books were getting spoiled 
daily in those unsightly, open shelves, 
entirely spoiled. It was exciting to antici- 
pate its arrival, and the admiration and 
commotion in the house. He called in 
Betsy and gave her orders about it, how, 
if it came when he was absent, it was to 
be put in that particular place, no other. 
"And mind that great care is taken, 
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far it is yalaable, and a beautiful piece of 
fimiiture;" he said. 

**La, Sir!" said Betsy, who was 
thunderstruck, though she knew it was 
not '^ her place " to show any feeling. He 
did not think it was necessary to appeal to 
Ursula on the same subject, but was rather 
glad to get out again, feeling the restless- 
ness which had not been dissipated, but 
rather the reverse. He went and saw one 
or two poor people, to whom he was much 
more tolerant and kind than his wont, for 
in general Mr. May was not attracted 
towards the poor ; and he gare them a 
shilling or two of the money he had drawn 
at the bank that morning — though some- 
how it had acquired a certain value in his 
^es, and it was with a grudge that he 
took it out of his pocket. I must not 
spend this, he said to himself; but gave 
the shillings as a kind of tithe or propitia- 
tory offering to Providence, that things 
might go well with him. Why should not 
things go well with him P He was not a 
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bad man, he wronged nobody. He had 
done nothing to-day that a saint might 
not have done ; he wanted the book-case, 
and he had the money, a sum not big 
enough for any more important purpose ; 
but which was far better disposed of so, 
than frittered away in nothings, as no 
doubt it would have otherwise been. By 
the afternoon, when the book-case arrived, 
he had convinced himself that it was not 
only quite reasonable but a most lucky 
chance, a thing he could scarcely have 
hoped for, the opportunity and the money 
both coming in such exact accord with 
each other. When he returned from his 
walk the girls were looking at it, Ursula 
somewhat scared, Janey in open raptures. 

"It is very nice indeed, papa," said 
the elder girl ; " but it must have cost a 
great deal of money.'' 

" Be thankful that you haven't got to 
pay for it," he said, brusquely. He was 
not disposed to stand criticism. How it 
filled up his bare room, and made it, Mr. 

F 2 
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May thought, all at once into a library, 
though the old writing-table and shabby 
chairs looked rather worse perhaps than 
before, and suggested renewal in the most 
urgent way. To make it all of a piece, 
to put a soft Turkey carpet instead of the 
drugget, how pleasant it would be ! not 
extravagant, only a natural inclination 
towards the seemly, and a desire to have 
things around him becoming his position. 
No doubt such things were things which 
he ought to have in his position ; a gentle- 
man and a scholar, how humiliating it 
was that nothing but the barest elements 
of comfort should be within his reach. 
This was not how life ought to be ; a poor 
creature like Clarence Copperhead, with- 
out birth or breeding, or brains, or any- 
thing but money, was able to gratify every 
wish, while he — his senior, his superior ! 
Instead of blaming himself, therefore, for 
his self-indulgence, Mr. May sympathized 
with himself, which is a much less safe 
thing to do ; and accordingly it soon be- 
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gan to appear to him that his self-denial 
all this time in not giving himself what he 
wanted had been extreme, and that what 
he had now done, in conceding himself so 
harmless a gratification, was what he ought 
to have done years ago. It was his own 
money sent to him by his dutiful son with- 
out conditions, and who had any right to 
interfere ? 

When he was at dinner, Betsy came 
behind his chair under pretence of serving 
him, Betsy, whose place was in the 
kitchen, who had no right to show in the 
dining-room at all, and whose confused 
toilette had caught Ursula's eye and filled 
her with horror. 

" Please, Sir,'* she said, breathing hot 
on Mr. May's ear, till he shrank with sen- 
sitive horror. " Cotsdean's in the kitchen. 
He says as how he must see you ; and I 
can't get him away." 

" Ah, Cotsdean ? tell him if he has any- 
thing to say to me, to write it down." 

"Which he's done, Sir," said Betsy, 
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producing a little bit of paper rolled tightly 
together, " but I wasn't to give it till Fd 
asked you to see him. Oh, please see him, 
Sir, like a dear good gentleman. He looks 
like a man as is going off his head." 

"He is a fool," said Mr. May, taking 
the paper, but setting his teeth as he did so. 
Evidently he must get rid of this fellow — 
already beginning to trouble him, as if 
he was not the best person to know when 
and how far he could go. 

" Tell him I'll attend to it, he need not 
trouble himself," he said, and put the 
paper into his pocket, and went on with 
his dinner. Cotsdean, indeed ! surely there 
had been enough of him. What were his 
trumpery losses in comparison with what 
his principal would lose, and how dare 
that fellow turn up thus and press him 
continually for his own poor selfish safety. 
This was not how Mr. May had felt three 
months before; but everything changes, 
and he felt that he had a right to be angry 
at this selfish solicitude. Surely it was of 
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as much consequence to him at least as to 
Cotsdean. The man was a fussy disagree- 
able fool, and nothing more. 

And as it happened they sat late that 
night at dinner, without any particular 
reason, because of spme discussion into 
which Clarence and Reginald fell, so that 
it was late before Mr. May got back to 
his room, where his books were lying in a 
heap waiting their transportation. They 
seemed to appeal to him also, and ask him 
reproachfully how they had got there, and 
he went to work arranging them with all 
the enthusiasm natural to a lover of books. 
He was a book lover, a man full of fine 
tastes and cultured elegant ways of think- 
ing. If he had been extravagant (which 
he was not) it would have been in the 
most innocent, nay deUghtful and lauda- 
ble way. To attach any notion of crimi- 
nality, any suspicion of wrong-doing to 
such a virtuous indulgence, how unjust it 
would be ! There was no company up- 
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stairs that evening. Copperhead had 
strolled out with Reginald to smoke his 
cigar much against the will of the latter, 
and was boring him all the way to the 
college with accounts of his own lavish 
expenditure, and how much he had 
given for this and that, his cameos, his 
diamond studs, the magnificent dressing- 
case which was the wonder of the Parson- 
age. " Hang it all, what is the good of 
having money if you don't spend it ?" said 
Clarence, and Reginald, who had not much 
money to spend, felt as near hating him as 
it was in his nature to do. Thus Mr. 
May was released from duty in the draw- 
ing-room, where Ursula, palpitating with 
many thoughts which were altogether 
new to her, sat doing her darning, and 
eluding as well as she could Janey's ques- 
tions. Janey was determinedly conver- 
sational that night. She drove Ursula 
nearly out of her senses, and kept Johnny 
— who had crept into the drawing-room in 
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high delight finding it for once free to him 
— from learning his lessons. 

** Oh, how nice it is to be by ourselves/* 
said Janey, "instead of all those new 
people. I don't mind Phoebe ; but strange 
men in the house, what a nuisance they 
are, always getting in one's way — don't 
you think so, Ursula ?" 

Ursula made no reply, and after awhile 
even Janey sank into silence, and the 
drawing-room, usually so gay, got a cold 
and deserted look. The new life which 
had come in had left its mark, and to go 
back to what had once been so pleasant in 
the past was no longer possible. Johnny 
and Janey might like it, having regained 
their former places, but to Ursula the 
solitude was horrible. She asked herself, 
with a great blush and quiver, what she 
would do if that temporary filling up of 
new interests and relationships was to 
fall away as was likely, and leave her to 
the old life unbroken, to Janey's childish 
society and questions, and papa's im- 
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perious and unmodified sway. She grew 
pale and chill at the very thought. 

But Mr. May, as we have said, was off 
duty. He forgot all about Cotsdean and 
the note in his pocket, and set to work 
with the most boyish simplicity of delight 
to arrange his books in his new shelves. 
How well they looked ! never before had 
their setting done them justice. There were 
books in gorgeous bindings, college prizes 
which had never shown at all, and which 
now gleamed out in crimson and gold from 
behind the glass,, and made their owner's 
heart beat with pleasure. Alas I to think 
how much innocent pleasure is denied us 
by the want of that small sum of money I 
and worse still how an innocent pleasure 
becomes the reverse of innocent when it 
is purchased by the appropriation of some- 
thing which should have been employed 
elsewhere. Perhaps, however, the sense of 
guilt which he kept under, added zest in 
Mr. May's mind to the pleasure of his ac- 
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quisition ; he was snatching a fearful joy, 
heaven knows how soon the penalty might 
overwhelm him. In the meantime he was 
determined to take the good of it, and 
enjoy what he had gained. 

When the books were all in he sat down 
at his table and surveyed it, rubbing his 
dusty hands. How much that is childish, 
how much that is fresh, and youthful, and 
innocent must be in the mind of a man 
(you would say) who could be thus excited 
about a bookcase ! and yet this was not 
the kind of man whom vou would call 
unsophisticated and youthful. It was 
probably the state of suppressed excite- 
ment in which he was, the unreality of 
his position that helped him to that sense 
of elation as much as anything else ; for 
emotion is a Proteus ready to take any 
form, and pain itself sometimes finds vent 
in the quick blazing up of fictitious delight, 
as much as in the meanings that seem 
more accordant with its own nature. He 
put his hand into his pocket for his pencil 
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to make a note of the contents of the new 
shelves, and then he found Cotsdean's 
note, which he had not forgotten, but 
which he had felt no desire to remember. 
When he felt it between his fingers his 
countenance fell a little; but he took it 
out and read it with the smile still upon his 
face. It was a dirty little roll of paper, 
scribbled in pencil. 

" Rev. Sir. 
" I hope as you are not forgetting the 
16th. Fleas excuse anxiety and bad 
writing, i am a poor nervous man i no, a 
word of answer just to say as it is all right 
will much oblidge. 

" Rev. Sir, 

" Your humble servant, 

"T. COTSDBAN.*' 

Betsy knocked at the door as he read 
this, with a request for an answer to Mr. 
Cotsdean's note " Little Bobby, Sir, is 
waiting for it in the kitchen.'* 
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"Give Bobby some supper/' said Mr. 
May, " tell him to tell his father it's all 
right, and I shan't forget. You under- 
stand ? He is a troublesome little fool; 
but it's all right, and I shan't forget, and 
give the child some supper, Betsy. He 
ought not to be out so late." 

"He is a delicate little thing, Sir, 
thankye, Sir," said Betsy, half frightened 
by her master's amiability ; and he smiled 
and repeated, 

" Tell him it's all right." 

Was it all right, the 15th? Cotsdean 
must have made a mistake. Mr. May's 
countenance paled, and the laugh went 
off; he opened a drawer in his writing 
table and took out a book, and anxiously 
consulted an entry in it. It was the 18th 
certainly, as clear as possible. Something 
had been written on the opposite page, 
and had blotted slightly the one on which 
these entries were written ; but there it 
stood, the 18th April. Mr. May prided 
himself on making no mistakes in business. 
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He closed the book again with a look of 
relief, the smile coming back once more 
to his face. The 18th, it was tliree days 
additional, and in the time there was no 
doubt that he would find out what was 
the right thing to do. 
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CHAPTER V. 

THE MILLIONAIBB. 

TTrHBN Mr. May woke next morning, it 
^ ^ was not the bookcase he thought 
of, but that date which had been the last 
thing in his mind on the previous night. 
Not the 15th, the 18th. Certainly he was 
right, and Cotsdean was wrong. Cotsdean 
was a puzzle-headed being, making his 
calculations by the rule of thumb ; but he 
had put down the date, and there could be 
no possible mistake about it. He got up 
disposed to smile at the poor man's igno- 
rance and fussy restlessness of mind. " I 
have never left him in the lurch, he may 
trust to me surely in the future,'* Mr. 
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May said to himself, and smiled with a 
kind of condescending pity for his poor 
agent's timidity; after all, perhaps, as 
Cotsdean had so little profit by it, it was 
not wonderful that he should be uneasy. 
After this, it might be well if they did 
anything further of the sort, to divide the 
money, so that Cotsdean too might feel 
that he had got something for the risk he 
ran ; but then, to be sure, if he had not 
the money he had no trouble, except by . 
his own foolish anxiety, for the payment, 
and always a five pound note or two for 
his pains. But Mr. May said to himself 
that he would do no more in this way 
after the present bill was disposed of; no, 
he would make a stand, he would insist 
upon living within his income. He would 
not allow himself to be subject to these 
perpetual agitations any more. It would 
require an eflTort, but after the eflTort was 
made all would be easy. So he said to 
himself; and it was the J 8th, not the 
15th, three days more to make his ar- 
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rangeraents in. It had come to be the 
12th now, and up to this moment he had 
done nothing, having that vague faith in 
the Indian mail which had been realized, 
and yet had not been realized. But still he 
had nearly a week before him, which was 
enough certainly. Anything that he could 
do in six months, he said to himself, he 
could easily do in six days — the mere time 
was nothing ; and he smiled as he dressed 
himself leisurely, thinking it all over. 
Somehow everything looked perfectly easy 
to him this time ; last time he had been 
plunged into tragic despair ; now, and he 
did not know why, he took it quite easily, 
he seemed to fear nothing. There were 
various ways of getting the money as 
natural as the daylight, and in the mean- 
time why should he make himself unhappy. 
As soon as he was ready he went to his 
room and had another look at the bookcase 
which, with his best books in it, all in 
order and ranged in unbroken lines, 
looked everything a bookcase ought to 
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look. It made him feel more of a man 
somehow, more like the gentleman and 
scholar he had meant to be when he 
started in life ; he had not intended then to 
be a poor district incumbent all his life, with 
a family of eight children. His bookcase 
somehow transported him back to the 
days when he had thought of better things 
for himself, amd when life had held an 
''ideal for him. Perhaps at the best of 
times it had never been a very high ideal ; 
but when a man is over fifty and has 
given up doing anything but struggle 
through each day as it comes, and get 
out of his work as best he may, doing 
what he must, leaving undone what he 
can, any ideal almost seems something 
higher than himself; but the recollection 
of what he had meant to be, came back 
to him strongly when he looked at his 
carved oak. It had not been carried 
out; but still he felt rehabilitated and 
better in his own opinion as he stood 
beside this costly purchase he had made. 
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and felt that it changed his room and all 
his surroundings. It might have been 
almost wicked to run into such an extra- 
vagance, but yet it did him good. 

" My people came down to the Hall last 
night," Clarence Copperhead said to him 
at breakfast, " and the Governor is coming 
over along with Sir Robert. He'd like to 
see you, I am sure, and I suppose they'll 
be going in for sight seeing, and that sort 
of thing. He is a dab at sight seeing, is 
the Governor. I can't think how he can 
stand it for my part." 

" Then you must remember that I put 
myself at his orders for the day," said 
Mr. May graciously. " Sir Eobert is 
not a bad guide, but I am a better, though 
it sounds modest to say it; and, Ursula, of 
course Mr. Copperhead will take luncheon 
with us." 

"Don't think of that," said Clarence, 
" he's queer and likes his own way. Just 
as likely as not he'll think he ought to 
support the hotels of the place where he is 
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— sort of local production you know. I 
think it's nonsense, but that is how it is — 
that's the man." 

** We shall look for him all the same," 
said Mr. May, with a nod at Ursula ; and 
a sudden project sprang up in his mind, 
wild as projects so often are. This father 
whom his fancy, working upon what 
Clarence said, immediately invested with 
all the prodigal liberality of a typical rich 
man, this stranger to whom a hundred 
pounds was less than a penny was to him- 
self, would give him the money he wanted. 
What so easy ? He drew a long breath, 
and though he had not been aware that 
he was anxious, he was suddenly conscious 
of a sense of relief. Yes, to be sure, 
what so simple, what so likely ; he would 
explain his monetary necessities lightly 
and with grace, and Mr. Copperhead would 
supply them. He was in the mildest state 
of desperation, the painless stage, as may 
be seen, when this strange idea entered 
into his head. He hugged it, though 
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he was a man of the world and might 
have known better, and it produced 
a kind of elation which would have been 
a very strange spectacle to any looker on 
who knew what it meant. The thing 
seemed done when he next thought of it 
ten minutes later, settled as if it had been 
so for years. Mr. Copperhead would make 
it all right for him, and after that he 
would undertake such risks no more. 

Mr. Copperhead, however, did not come 
for two days, though Ursula spent all the 
morning and a great deal of trouble in 
arranging a luncheon for him; but on the 
second morning he came, driven by Sir 
Robert, who had changed horses on the 
road, and who was in a somewhat irritated 
and excited condition, very glad to get 
rid of his visitor. 

" I hope you don^t mind having your 
toes trodden on. May," he said, privately ; 
"that fellow is never happy but when 
he's insulting some one." And indeed 
Mr. Copperhead began this favourite 
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pastime at once by making very big eyes 
at the sight of Ursula. "A — ahl" he 
said, rubbing his hands, and elevating his 
eyebrows ; and he gaye a meaning laugh 
as he shook hands with her, and declared 
that he did not expect to find young 
ladies here. *^ I haven't a great deal of 
education myself, and I never knew it 
could be carried on so pleasantly," he 
said. " You're a lucky young dog, Olar, 
that's what you are ;" and the son laughed 
with the father at this excellent joke, 
though the rest of the company looked on 
with great gravity. Ursula, for her part, 
turned with wondering eyes from the new- 
comer to her old friend. Sir Robert. 

" What does he mean ?" she asked, with 
an appealing look. 

" He is the greatest brute I know," 
said poor Sir Robert, under his breath; 
and he went off suddenly on the plea of 
business, leaving his unpleasant visitor in 
Mr.- May's hands, who undertook the 
charge not unwillingly, being possessed 
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by his own plan. Mr. Copperhead went 
all over Carlingford. He inspected the 
town-hall, the infirmary, and the church, 
with the business-like air of a man who 
was doing his duty. 

" Poor little place, but well enough for 
the country," he said. "A country- 
town's a mistake in my opinion. If I 
had it in my power I'd raze them all to 
the ground, and have one London and the 
rest green fields. That's your sort, Mr. 
May. Now you don't produce anything 
here, what's the good of you ? All un- 
productive communities. Sir, ought to be 
swept off the face of the earth. I'd let 
Manchester and those sort of places go 
on till they burst ; but a bit of a little 
piggery like this, where there's nothing 
doing, no trade, no productions of any 
kind." 

"We like it all the same," said Mr. 
May ; " we small sort of people who have 
no enterprise like you — " 

" I daresay you like it 1 To be sure, 
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you can moon about here as mucli as you 
please, and make believe to do something, 
and there's nobody to contradict you. In 
a great centre of industry you couldn't 
live like that; you must work or you'll 
get pushed aside altogether; unless, of 
course, you're a millionaire to start with," 
Mr. Copperhead added, with a noisy laugh. 

" Which I am not certainly — very much 
the reverse — in short, a poor man with a 
large family, which I suppose is a thing 
about as objectionable in a centre of in- 
dustry as anything can be." 

" The large family aint objectionable if 
you make 'em work," said Mr. Copper- 
head ; " it all depends on that. There's 
always objections, you know," he said, 
with a jocular grin, ** to pretty girls like 
that daughter of yours put straight in a 
young fellow's way. You won't mind my 
saying it ? They neither work themselves 
nor let others work — that sort. I think 
we could get on with a deal fewer women, 
I must allow. There's where Providence 
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is in a mistake. We don't want 'em in 
England ; it's a waste of raw material. 
They're bad for the men, and they ain't 
much good for themselves, that I can 
see." 

" You are a little hard upon the ladies, 
Mr. Copperhead." 

"Not I — we can't do without 'em of 
course, and the surplus we ought to ex- 
port as we export other surpluses; but 
I object to them in a young man's way, 
not meaning anything unpleasant to you. 
And perhaps if I had been put up to it 
sooner — but let's hope there's no mischief 
done. What is this now ? some of your 
antiquities, I suppose. Oh yes, let's have 
a look at it ; but I confess it's the present 
age I like best." 

"This is the College," cried Mr. May, 
swallowing certain sensations which im- 
paired his sense of friendliness ; " but not 
an educational college, a foundation for 
old men — decayed citizens, as they are 
called — founded in the fifteenth century. 
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My son is the chaplaiD, and will be very 
glad to show it you. There are twelve 
old men here at present, very comfortably 
looked after, thanks to the liberal arrange- 
ments of the founder. They attend chapel 
twice a day, where Reginald oflBciates. It 
is very agreeable to me to have him settled 
so near me." 

" Cunning I call it," said Mr. Copper- 
head, with his hoarse laugh ; " does you 
credit ; a capital snug nest — nothing to do 
— and pay — pay good now? those old 
fellows generally managed that ; as it was 
priests that had the doing of it, of course 
they did well for their own kind. Good 
Lord, what a waste of good money all this 
is 1" he continued, as they went into the 
quadrangle, and saw the little park beyond 
with its few fine trees ; " half-a-dozen nice 
villas might be built on this site, and it's 
just the sort of place I should fancy where 
villas would pay. Why don't the Corpora- 
tion lay hands on it ? And your son lives 
here? Too dull for me; I like a little 
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movement going on, but I daresay he 
likes it; and with how much a year ?" 

" Two hundred and fifty ; and some 
advantages beside — " 

" Bravo 1" said Mr. Copperhead, " now 
how many curates could you get for that 
two and a-half ? I've got a great respect 
for you, Mr. May; you know what's what. 
That shows sense, that does. How do 
you do. Sir? fine old place you've got 
here— capital snug appointment. I've 
just been saying to your father I admire 
his sense^ looking out for you a nice fat 
easy appointment like this." 

Beginald turned from red to white and 
then to portentous blackness. The sub- 
ject was of all others the one least likely 
to please him. 

" It is not very fat," he said, with a look of 
offence, quite undeserved by the chief suf- 
ferer, towards his father, " nor very easy. 
But come in. It is rather an interesting 
old place. I suppose you would like to 
see the Chapel, and the old captain's 
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rooms ; they are very fine in their way," 
** Thank you ; we've been seeing a deal 
already, and I feel tired. I think I'll let 
you off the chapel. Hallo ! here's another 
old friend — Northoote, by George 1 and 
what are you doing here I should like to 
know, a blazing young screamer of the 
Liberation Sooiety, in a high and dry 
parson's rooms P ^ This is as good as a 
play." 

^* I suppose one is not required to stay 
at exactly the same point of opinion all 
one's life," said Northcote, with a half 
smile. 

** By George 1 but you are though, 
when you're a public man ; especially when 
you're on a crusade. Have'nt I heard you 
call it a crusqde? I can tell you that 
changing your opinion is just the very 
last thing the public will permit you to 
do. But I shan't tell for my part — 
make yourself easy. Clarence, don't you 
let it out; your mother, fortunately, is out 
of the way. The world shall never know 
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through me that young Northoote, the 
anti-state Churchman, was discovered 
hob-nobbing with a snug chaplain in a 
sinecure appointment. Ha, ha ! had you 
there." 

" To do Northcote justice," said Mr. 
May; "he began life in Carlingford by 
pointing out this fact to the neighbour- 
hood ; that it was a sinecure, and that my 
son and I — " 

" Would it not be more to the point to 
inspect the chapel ?" said Eeginald, who 
had been standing by impatiently playing 
with a big key ; upon which Mr. Copper- 
head laughed more loudly than before. 

" We'll not trouble the chapel," he said, 
"railway stations are more in my way; 
you are all a great deal finer than I am, 
and know a deal more I suppose ; but my 
roughness has served its purpose on the 
whole, better perhaps for some things — 
yeff, for some things, Clar, and you may 
thank your stars, old boy. If you had 
been a parson's son, by George ! there 
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would have been no fat appointment 
waiting for you." 

^' After all, my son's appointment is 
not so very fat," said Mr. May, forcing a 
laugh. *'It is not so much as many a 
boy at school gets from his father." 

" Ah, you mean my boy at school 1 he's 
an extravagant dog. His mother and he. 
Sir, are made of different clay from me; 
they are porcelain and I am delft. They 
want fine velvet cupboards to stand them- 
selves in, while I'm for the kitchen dresser. 
That's the difference. But I can afford 
it, thank heaven. I tell Clarence that he 
may thank his stars that I can afford it, 
and that he isn't bom a poor man's son. 
He has been plucked at Oxford, you know," 
he said, with a big laugh, thrusting forth 
his chest, as Clarence thrust forth his 
shirt-front, with an apparent compla- 
cency over the very plucking. My son 
can afford to be plucked he seemed to say. 
He got up as he spoke, and approaching 
the fireplace turned his back to it, and 
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gathered up his coat-tails under his arm. 
He was no taller than Mr. May, and very 
little taller than Reginald ; but they both 
shrank into insignificance beside the big 
self-assertive figure. He looked about the 
room as if he was thinking of "bujring 
up " the whole contents of it, and thought 
very little of them. A glance of contempt, 
a shrug more implied than actual, testified 
his low opinion of everything around. 
When he withdrew his eyes from the 
furniture he shook out his leg^ as Clarence 
had done his, and gave a pull to his 
trousers that they might sit properly. 
He had the word " Rich " painted in big 
letters all over him, and he seemed to feel 
it his vocation to show this sense of superi- 
ority. Clarence by his side, the living 
copy of the great man's appearance and 
manners, strutted and put himself forward 
like his father, as a big calf might place 
itself beside the parent cow. Mr. Copper- 
head did not look upon his ofispring, 
however, with the cow's motherly com- 
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placenoy. He laughed at him openly, 
with cynical amusement. He was clever 
in his way and Clarence was stupid, 
and beside he was the proprietor, and 
Clarence, for all he was porcelain, was 
his goods and chattels. When he looked 
at him, a wicked leer of derision awoke in 
his eye. 

" Yes, my boy," he said, " thank your 
stars ; you would not make much of it, if 
you were a poor man. You're an orna- 
ment that costs dear; but I can afford 
you. So, Northcote, you're changing 
your opinions, going over to the Church, 
eh ? Extremes meet they say; I shouldn't 
have thought it — " 

" I am doing nothing of the kind," said 
Northcote stoutly. He was not in a mood 
to be taken to task by this Mammon of 
unrighteousness, and indeed had at all 
times been a great deal too independent 
and unwilling to submit to leading mem- 
bers of the connection. Mr. Copperhead, 
however, showed no resentment. North- 
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cote too, like Clarence, had a father be- 
fore him, and stood on quite a different 
footing from the ordinary young pastor, 
whose business it was to be humble and 
accept all that his betters might portion 
out. 

"Well," he said, "you can afford to 
please yourself and that's always some- 
thing. By the way, isn't it time to have 
something to eat. If there is a good hotel 
near — '' 

"Luncheon will be waiting at my 
house," said Mr. May, who was still 
doing his best to please the man upon 
whom he had built such wild hopes, " and 
Ursula will be waiting." 

"Ah, ah, the young lady! so she will. 
I wouldn't miss that for something ; but I 
don't like putting you to so much expense. 
Mj son here has an excellent appetite as 
you must have found out by this time, 
and for my part so have I. I think it a 
thousand pities to put you to this trouble 
— and expense." 

VOL. m. H 
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« Pray don't tlimk of that," said Mr. 
May with courtesy, which belied his feel- 
ings, for he would have liked nothing so 
well as to have knocked down his com- 
placent patron. He led the way out, almost 
with eagerness, feeling Mr. Copperhead 
to be less offensive out of doors than 
within four walls. Was this the sort of 
man to be appealed to for help as he had 
thought ? Probably his very arrogance 
would make him more disposed towards 
liberality. Probably it would flatter his 
sense of consequence, to have such a re- 
quest made to him. Mr, May was very 
much at sea, letting I dare not 
wait upon I would, afraid to speak lest 
he should shut this door of help by so 
doing, and afraid to lose the chance of 
any succour by not speaking. He tried 
hard, in spite of all difficulties, to be 
smooth and agreeable to a man who had 
so much in his power ; but it was harder 
work than he could have thought. 
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CHAPTER VI. 

FATHER AND SON. 

URSULA had prepared a very careful 
luncheon for the stranger. She 
thought him disagreeable, but she had 
not looked at him much, for, indeed, Ur- 
sula's mind was much unsettled. Horace 
Northcote had spoken to her that morning, 
after Mrs. Hurst's visit and her retaliation 
upon him, as no man yet had ever spoken 
to her before. He had told her a long 
story, though it was briefly done, and 
could have been expressed in three words. 
He was not of her species of humanity; 
his ways of thinking, his prejudices, his 
traditions, were all diflTerent to hers, and 

H 2 
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yet that had happened to him which hap- 
pens all over the world in every kind of 
circumstances — without knowing how it 
was, he had got to love her. Yes, he 
knew very well how it was, or rather, he 
knew when it was, which is all that is to 
be expected from a lover. It was on the 
evening of the entries, the first dinner- 
party, and he had gone on ever since, 
deeper and deeper, hearing her say many 
things which he did not agree in, and 
tracing her life through a score of little 
habits which were not congenial to his, 
yet loving her more and more for all that 
was new to him, and even for the things 
which were uncongenial. He had told her 
all this, and Ursula had listened with a 
kind of awe, wondering at the ardour in 
the young man's eyes, and the warmth 
with which he spoke ; wondering and 
trembling a little. She had guessed what 
he meant the night before, as has been 
said, and this had touched her with a little 
thrill of awakened feeling; but the inno- 
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cent girl knew ncJ more about passion than 
a child, and when she saw it, glowing and 
ardent, appealing to her, she was half 
alarmed, half overawed by the* strange 
sight. What answer could she make to 
him ? She did not know what to say. To 
reject him altogether was not in Ursula's 
heart ; but she could not respond to that 
strange, new, overwhelming sentiment, 
which put a light in his eyes which she 
dared not meet, which dazzled her when 
she ventured a glance at him. '' Was he 
to go away?" he asked, his voice, too, 
sounding musical and full of touching 
chords. Ursula could not tell him to go 
away either. What she did say to him, she 
never quite knew; but at least, whatever 
it was, it left him hopeful, if unsatisfied. 
And since that time her mind had been in 
a strange confusion, a confusion strange 
but sweet. Gratified vanity is not a pretty 
title to give to any feeling, and yet that 
mixture of gratification and gratitude, and 
peniBtrating pleasure in the fact of being 
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elevated from an often-scolded and imper- 
fect child to an admired and worshipped 
woman is, perhaps, of all the sensations 
that fenlinine youth is conscious of,, the 
most poignant in its sweetness. It went 
through her whole life ; sometimes it i^iade 
her laugh when she was all alone, and 
there was nothing of a laughter-producing 
nature in her way ; and sometimes it made 
her cry, both the crying and the laughter 
being one. It was strange, very strange, 
and yet sweet. Under the influence of 
this, and of the secret homage which 
Northcote paid her whenever they met, 
and which she now understood as she had 
never understood it before, the girl's whole 
nature expanded, though she did not know. 
She was becoming sweet to the children, 
to puzzled Janey, to everyone around her. 
Her little petulances were all subdued. 
She was more sympathetic than she had 
ever been before. And yet she was not in 
love with her lover. It was only that the 
sunshine of young life had caught her, 
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that the highest gratification of youth had 
fallen to her share unawares. All this 
might have been, and yet some one else 
come in to secure Ursula's real love ; but 
in the meantime she was all the happier, 
all the better for the love which she did 
not return. 

This is a digression from our immediate 
subject, which was the luncheon prepared 
for Mr. Copperhead. Ursula sent up an 
urgent message for Phoebe, who came to 
her in her prettiest morning dress, very 
carefully arranged, but with a line of care 
upon her brow. 

•^ I will come if you wish it, dear,'* she 
said ; " but I don't want to meet Mr. 
Copperhead. I don't like him." 

** Neither do I like him," cried Ursula. 
^^ He said something disagreeable the little 
moment he was here. Oh, I don't re- 
member what it was, but something. 
Please stay. What am I to do with them 
all by myself? If you will help me, I 
may get through." 
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Phoebe kissed her with a tremulous 
kiss; perhaps she was not unwilling to 
see with her own eyes what the father of 
Clarence meant, and what brought him 
here. She sat down at the window, and 
was the first to see them coming along the 
street. 

" What a gentleman your father looks 
beside them," cried Phoebe ; " both of 
them, father, and son; though Clarence, 
after all, is a great deal better than his 
father, less like a British snob." 

Ursula came and stood by her, looking 
out. 

" I don't think he is much better than 
his father," she said. 

Phoebe took her hand suddenly and 
wrung it, then dropped it as if it had 
hurt her. What did it all mean ? Ur- 
sula, though rays of enlightenment had 
come to her, was still perplexed, and did 
not understand. 

Mr. Copperhead did not see her till he 
went to luncheon, when Phoebe appeared 



FATHER AND SON. 105 

with little Amy May looking like a visitor, 
newly arrived. She had run upstairs 
after that first sight of him from the win- 
dow, declaring herself unable to be civil 
to him except at table. The great man's 
face almost grew pale at the sight of her. 
He looked at Ursula, and then at Clarence, 
and laughed. 

" * Wheresoever the carcase is the eagles 
are gathered together,' " he said. " That's 
Scripture, ain't it. Miss Ursula? I am 
not good at giving chapter and verse." 

" What does it mean ?" asked Ursula. 

She was quite indififerent to Mr. Copper- 
head, and perfectly unconscious of his ob- 
servation. As for Phoebe, on the contrary, 
she was slightly agitated, her placid sur- 
face ruffled a little, and looking her best 
in her agitation. Mr. Copperhead looked 
straight at her across the table, and 
laughed in his insolent way. 

" So you are here, too. Miss Phoebe !" 
he said. "I might think myself in the 
Crescent if I didn't know better. I met 
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young Northcote just now, and now you. 
What may you be doing here, might one 
ask ? It is what you call a curious coin- 
cidence, ain^t it, Clarence and you both 
here ?" 

"I said so when Mr. Clarence came," 
said Phoebe. ** I came to take care of my 
grandmother, who js ill ; and it was a very 
lucky thing for me that I had met Miss 
May at your ball, Mr. Copperhead." 

" By Jove, wasn't it 1" said Clarence, 
roused to some dull sense of what was 
going on. " We owe all the fun we have 
had here to that, so we do. Odd, when 
one thinks of it ; and thought so little of 
it then, didn't we? It's a very queer 
world." 

" So you've been having fun here ?" said 
his father. " I thought you came here to 
work ; that's how we old fellows get taken 
in. Work 1 with young ladies dangling 
about, and putting things into your head I 
I ought to have known better, don't you 
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think so, Miss Ursula? You could have 
taught me a thing or two." 

"I?" said Ursula, startled. "I don't 
know what I could teach anyone. I think 
Mr. Clarence Copperhead has kept to his 
hours very steadily. Papa is rather 
severe; he never would take any excuse 
from any of us when, we were working 
with him." 

" He is not so severe now, I'll be 
bound,'* said Mr. Copperhead. "Let's 
you have your fun a little, as Clarence 
tells me, don't you. May ? Girls will be 
girls, and boys, boys, whatever we do; 
and I am sure. Miss Phoebe, you have 
been very entertaining, as you always 
were." 

**I have done my best," said Phoebe, 
looking him in the face. " I should have 
had a dull life but for the Parsonage, and 
I have tried to be grateful. I have accom- 
panied your son on the violin a great many 
evenings, and I hope our friends have 
liked it. Mr. Clarence is a promising 
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player, though I should like him to trust 
less to his ear ; but we always pulled 
through." 

" Thanks to you," said Clarence, in the 
middle of his cutlet. 

He did not quite see why she should 
flourish this music in his father's face ; but 
still he was loyal in a dull fashion, and he 
was obstinate, and did not mean to be 
"sat upon," to use his own words. As 
for Phoebe, her quick mind caught at once 
the best line of policy. She determined to 
deliver Ursula, and she determined at the 
same time to let her future father-in-law 
(if he was to be her father-in-law) see 
what sort of person he had to deal with. 
As soon as she made up her mind, her 
agitation disappeared. It was only the 
uncertainty that had cowed her ; now she 
saw what to do. 

"So!" said Mr. Copperhead, "musical 
evenings! I hope you have not turned 
poor Clar's head among you, young ladies. 
It's not a very strong head ; and two is 
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more than a match for one. T daresay he 
has had no chance between you." 

" Make yourself quite easy," said Phoebe, 
with her sweetest smile; *'he was only 
one of a party. Mr. Reginald May and 
Mr. Northcote are both very pleasant com- 
panions. Your son is bored sometimes, 
but the rest of us are never bored. You 
see, he has been accustomed to more bril- 
liant society ; but as for us, we have no 
particular pretensions. We have been very 
happy. And if there has been two to one, 
it has been the other way." 

" I think I must let your people know 
of your gaieties. Miss Phoebe. If your 
mother sent you here, I don't doubt it 
was for a purpose, eh ? She knows what 
she's about, and she won't like it if she 
knows you are fritting away your chances 
and your attentions. She has an eye for 
business, has Mrs: Beecham," said the 
leading member, with a laugh. 

"You cannot tell mamma more about 
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me than sbe knows already,*' said Phoebe, 
with rising colour. 

And by this time everyone else at table 
was uncomfortable. Even Clarence, who 
had a dull appreciation of his father's jokes 
when they were not levelled at himself, 
and who was by no means indisposed to 
believe that " girls," generally, were ** after 
him," and that even in this particular case 
Phoebe herself might have come to Oar- 
lingford on purpose to complete his con- 
quest, even Clarence was moved. 

" I don't know what you mean by bril- 
liant society," he said. *' I know I'm the 
dull one among you clever people. I don't 
say much, but I know it all the same ; and 
it's awfully good of you to pull me through 
all that music. I don't begrudge you your 
laugh after. Is my mother coming over. 
Sir, to see the place ?" 

" To see what ? There is not much in 
the place," said Mr. Copperhead. " You're 
coming back with me, my boy. I hope it 
won't inconvenience you. May. I've other 
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views for him« Circumstances alter cases, 
you know. IVe been turning it over in 
my head, and I think I can see my way to 
another arrangement." 

" That, of course, is entirely in your 
own hands,'* said Mr. May, with a cheer- 
fulness he did not feel. His heart sank, 
. but every rule of good society made it in- 
cumbent upon him to show no failure at 
such a moment. ^^ Copperhead, see that 
your father has some wine. Well, I sup- 
pose our poor little Oarlingford is not 
much of a place ; no trade, no movement, 
no manufactures — " 

" The sort of place that should be cleared 
off the face of the earth," said the mil- 
lionaire ; " meaning no offence, of course. 
That's my opinion in respect to country 
towns. What's the good of them ? Nests 
of gossip, places where people waste their 
time, and don't even amuse themselves. 
Give me green fields and London, that is 
my sort. I don't care if there was not 
another blessed brick in the country. 
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There is always something that will grow 
in a field, corn or fat beasts — not that we 
couldn't get all that cheaper from over the 
water if it was managed as it ought to be. 
But a place like this, what's the good of 
it P Almshouses and 'chaplains, and that 
kind of rubbish, and old* women ; there's 
old women by the score." 

'* They must be somewhere, I suppose," 
said Mr. May. " We cannot kill them ofi", 
if they are inoffensive, and keep the laws. 
So that, after all, a country town is of 
use." 

"Kill 'em off — no; it's against what 
you benevolent humbugs call the spirit of 
the time, and Christianity, and all that; 
but there's such a thing as carryitig 
Christianity too far; that's my opinion. 
There's your almshouses now. What's the 
principle of them ? I call it encouraging 
those old beggars to live," said Mr. Cop- 
perhead ; " giving them permission to bur- 
den the community as long as they can 
manage it ; a dead mistake, depend upon 
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it, the greatest mistake in the world." 
" I think there is a great deal to be said 
in favour of Euthanasia," said Phoebe, 
quietly stepping in to the conversation; 
" but then it would have to be with the 
consent of the victims. When anyone 
found himself useless, unnecessary to the 
world, or unhappy in it — " 

" Humbug and nonsense," said Mr. 
Copperhead. "A likely thing for any- 
body to do. No, it is not a question for 
law-making. Let 'em die out naturally, 
that's my opinion. Don't do anything to 
hurry 'em — ^that is, I don't see my way to 
it ; but let 'em go quiet, and don't bring 
'em cordials and feather-beds, and all that 
middyeval nonsense, to keep 'em going as 
long as possible. It's wicked, that's what 
it is." 

*'At all events," said Mr. May who, 

poor man, was bent on pleasing, " it is 

refreshing to hear opinions so bold and 

original. Something new is always a 

VOL. in. I 
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blessing. I cannot say I agree with 
you— » 

'^ No parson would be bold enough for 
that. Christianity's been a capital thing 
for the world," said Mr. Copperhead, " T 
don't say a word against it; but in these 
go-ahead days. Sir, we've had enough of 
it, that's to say when it's carried too far. 
All this fuss about the poor, all the row 
about dragging up a lot of poor little 
beggars to live that had far better die, 
and your alm^-houses to keep the old 
ones going, past all nature 1 Shovel the 
mould over them, that's the thing for the 
world ; let 'em die when they ought to 
die ; and let them live who can live — that's 
my way of thinking — and what's more I'm 
right." 

"What a fine thing for you, Mr. 
Clarence," cried Phcebe, " who are go- 
ing into Parliament! to take up your 
father's idea and work it out. What a 
speech you could make on the subject ! I 
saw a hospital once in Paris that would 
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make such a. wonderful illustration. FU 
tell you about it if you like. Poor old 
wretched people whose life was nothing 
but wretchedness kept going, kept living 
for years and years — why, no one could 
tell; for I am sure it would have been 
better, far better for them to die and be 
done with it. What a speech you might 
make when you bring a bill into Parlia- 
ment to abolish alms-houses and all sorts 
of charities!" she added with a laugh, 
turning from Clarence, at whom she had 
been looking, to his father, who was 
puzzled and did not know how to under- 
stand the young woman's eyes. 

" ril never make much of a speech in 
Parliament," said Clarence ; " unless you 
make it for me," he added in an under- 
tone. But no one else was speaking, and 
the undertone was quite audible. Mean- 
while Phoebe had not ceased to look at his 
father, and held him with a pair of eyes 
not like the Ancient Mariner's. Mr. Cop- 
perhead was confused, his power even of 
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insolence was cowed for the moment. 
He obeyed quite docilely the movement 
made to leave the table. Was it possible 
that she defied him, this Minister's daugh- 
ter, and measured her strength against 
his? Mr. Copperhead felt as if he could 
have shaken the impertinent girl, but 
dared not, being where he was. 

And lunch being over, Mr. May led his 
pupil's father into his study. " I want to 
show you what your boy has been doing," 
he said, pointing to a line of books 
which made the millionnaire's soul shrink 
within him. " I have not bothered him 
with classics; what was the use as he 
is not going back to Oxford? but I 
have done my best for bim in a practical 
way. He has read history, largely as 
you see, and as much as I could give him 
of political and constitutional — " 

"Yes, yes," said Mr. Copperhead, 
reading the titles of some of the books 
under his breath. They impressed him 
deeply, and took away for a moment 
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his self-confidence. It was his habit to 
boast that he knew nothing about 
books; but in their presence he shrank, 
feeling that they were greater than he, 
which was, there is little doubt, a sign of 
grace. 

*' If you wish to remove Clarence,*' said 
Mr. May, "perhaps I had better make out 
a scheme of reading for him." 

"Look here," cried the rich man, "I 
didn't want to remove him; but there he 
is, the first I see of him, cheek for jowl 
with a good-looking girl. I don't mean 
to say a word against Miss May, I've no 
doubt she's charming ; but anyhow there 
she is side by side with Clar, who is no 
more able to resist that sort of thing — " 

Mr. May laughed, and this time with 
unmitigated amusement. " Do you mean 
Ursula ? I think I can answer for it that 
she made no attempts upon him for which 
resistance would be necessary." 

" That's all very well to say ; but bless 
you they do it, every one," said Mr. 
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Copperhead, ** without exception, when a 
young fellow's well oflf and well-looking ; 
and as if one wasn't bad enough, you've 
got Phoebe Beecham. You won't toll me 
she doesn't mean anything ? —up to any 
mischief, a real minister's daughter. I 
don't mean anything uncivil to you or 
yours. I suppose a parson's different ; 
but we know what a minister's daughter 
is in our connection. Like the men them- 
selves, in short, who are always pouncing 
on some girl with a fortune if her relations 
don't take care. And Clarence is as weak 
as a baby, he takes after his mother — a 
poor bit of a feeble creature, though he's 
like me in exterior. That's how it is, you 
perceive; I don't quite see my way to 
letting him go on." 

" That is of course precisely as you 
please," said Mr. May, somewhat sharply. 
He would preserve his dignity even though 
his heart was sinking ; but he could not 
keep that tone of sharpness Qut of his 
voice. 
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** Of course it is as I please. I'll pay up of 
course for the second three months, if you 
choose, fair and square. I n^eant him to 
stay, and I'll pay. But that's all. You've 
no further claim upon me that I know of; 
and I must say that for a tutor, a regular 
coach, to keep girls in his house, daughters 
or whatever you choose to call them, is 
something monstrous. It's a thing no 
fellow's friends would put up with. It's 
what I call dishonourable." 

" Perhaps," said Mr. May, with all the 
self-possession he was master of, " you 
will let your son know at once that he 
must pack and go. I dare say, Sir Robert 
can take him, and we will send the port- 
manteaux. In such a case, it is better 
there should not be a moment's delay." 

" Claretice 1" cried Mr. Copperhead, 
walking to the door and opening it. 
" Come along, look sharp, you're to go. 
I'll take you with me, do you hear ? And 
May will see to sending you your boxes. 
Quick, come along, there's no time to lose." 
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" Go !'* said Clarence, coming in startled, 
with his eyebrows rising almost into his 
hair. " Go ? What do you mean ? Out 
of the Parsonage ? The Governor's been 
having too much sherry," he said, coming 
close to Mr. May's arm ; he had himself 
been taking too much of the sherry, for 
the good reason that nobody had taken 
any notice of what he did, and that he 
had foreseen the excitement that was 
coming. " You don't mean it, I know," 
he added aloud, "I'll go over for the 
night if Sir Robert will have me, and see 
my mother — " 

"Ask May," said Mr. Copperhead, 
" you'll believe him I suppose, he's as glad 
to get rid of you as I am to take you 
away." 

" Is this true ?" cried Clarence, roused 
and wondering, " and if so, what's hap- 
pened ? I ain't a baby, you know, to be 
bundled about from one to another. The 
Governor forgets that." 

" Your father," said Mr. May, " chooses 
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to remove you, and that is all I choose to 
say. 

" But, by George, T can say a deal 
more," said Mr. Copperhead. " You sim- 
pleton, do you think I am going to leave 
you here where there's man-traps about ? 
None of such nonsense for me. Put your 
things together, I tell you. Phoebe 
Beecham's bad enough at home; but if 
she thinks she's to have you here to pluck 
at her leisure, she and her friends — " 

" W — hew I" said Clarence, with along 
whistle. " So that's it. I am very sorry, 
father, if these are your sentiments ; but I 
may as well tell you at once I shan't go." 

" You — must go." 

" No," he said, squaring his shoulders 
and putting out his shirt front; he had 
never been roused into rebellion before, and 
perhaps without these extra glasses of 
sherry he would not have had the courage 
now. But what with sherry, and what 
with amour propre^ and what with the 
thing he called love, Clarence Copper- 
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head mounted all at once upon a pedestal. 
He had a certain dogged obstinacy in him, 
suspected by nobody but his mother, who 
had little enough to say in the guidance 
of her boy. He set himself square like a 
pugilist, which was his notion of resistance. 
Mr. May looked on with a curious mixture 
of feelings. His own sudden and foolish 
hope was over, and what did it matter 
to him whether the detestable father or 
the coarse son should win ? He turned 
away from them with contempt, which 
was made sharp by their utter uselessness 
to himself. Had it been possible that he 
might have what he wanted from Mr, 
Copperhead, his patience would have held 
out against any trial; but the moment 
that hope was over, what further interest 
had he in the question ? He went to his 
writing-table and sat down there, leaving 
them to fight it out as they would, by 
themselves. It was no affair of his. 
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CHAPTER VIL 

A PLEASANT EVENING. 

npHE result, however, was a compromise. 
-^ Clarence Copperhead went off with 
his father and Sir Robert to the Hall for 
the night, but was to return next day, and 
Phoebe was left in a condition of some 
excitement behind them, not quite know- 
ing what to think. She was as sure as ever 
that he had made up his mind to propose ; 
but he had not done it, and what effect his 
father's visit, and perhaps his mother's 
entreaties, might have upon him, Phoebe 
could not tell. The crisis excited her 
beyond any excitement which she would 
have thought possible in respect to Cla- 
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rence Copperhead. She was more like an 
applicant for oflBce kept uncertain whether 
she was to have a desirable post or not, 
than a girl on the eve of a lover's declara- 
tion. This was her own conception of the 
circumstances. She did not dislike Cla- 
rence ; quite the reverse. She had no 
sympathy with Ursula's impatience of his 
heavy vanity. Phoebe had been used to 
him all her life, and had never thought 
badly of the heavy boy whom she had 
been invited to amuse when she was six 
years old, and whom she had no particular 
objection to amuse still, let the others 
wonder at her as they might. Poor Regi- 
nald, contemplating bitterly her many little 
complacencies to his rival, set them down 
hastily to an appreciation of that rival's 
worldly advantages, which was not quite a 
just sentence. It was true, and yet it was 
not true; other feelings mingled in Phoebe's 
worldliness. She did, indeed, perceive and 
esteem highly the advantages which Cla- 
rence could give her ; but she had not the 
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objections to Clarence himself that the 
others had. She was willing, quite willing, 
to undertake the charge of him, to manage, 
and guide, and make a man of him. And 
yet while it was ' not pure worldliness, 
much less was it actual love which moved 
her. It was a kind of habitual affection, 
as for the " poor thing, but mine own, 
Sir," of the jester. He was but a poor 
creature, but Phoebe knew she could make 
something of him, and she had no distaste 
to the task. When she began to perceive 
that Reginald, in so many ways Clarence's 
superior, was at her disposal, a sense of 
gratification went through Phoebe's mind, 
and it certainly occurred to her that the 
feeling he might inspire would be a warmer 
and a more delightful one than that which 
would fall to Clarence Copperhead; but 
she was not tempted thereby to throw 
Clarence oflf for the other. No, she was 
pleased, and not unwilling to expend a 
little tender regret and gratitude upon 
poor Reginald. She was ready to be 
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" kind *' to him, though every woman 
knows that is the last thing she ought to 
be to a rejected lover ; and she was full of 
sympathy for the disappointment which, 
nevertheless, she fully intended was to be 
his lot. This seems paradoxical, but it is 
no more paradoxical than human creatures 
generally are. On this particular evening 
her heart beat very high on account of 
Clarence, to know if he would have 
strength of mind to hold his own against 
his father, and if he would come back 
to her and ask her, as she felt certain he 
meant to do, that one momentous ques- 
tion. Her heart would not have been 
broken had he not done so, but still she 
would have been disappointed. Notwith- 
standing, when the evening came, the 
absence of Clarence was a relief to Phoebe 
as well as to the rest of the party, and she 
gave herself up to the pleasure of a few 
hours of half tender intercourse with Regi- 
nald, with a sense of enjoyment such as 
she seldom felt. This was very wrong. 
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there is no denying it, but still so it was. 
She was anxious that Clarence should 
come back to her, and ask her to be his 
wife ; and yet she was pleased to be rid of 
Clarence, and to give her whole attention 
and sympathy to Reginald, trying her best 
to please him. It was very wrong ; and yet 
such things have happened before, and will 
again. ; and are as natural, perhaps, as the 
more absolute and unwavering passion 
which has no doubt of its object, passion 
like Northcote's, who had neither eyes nor 
ears for anything but Ursula. The four 
were alone together that evening, and 
enjoyed it thoroughly. Clarence was away, 
who, to all but Phoebe, was an interruption 
of their intercourse; and Mr. May was 
away in his study, too much absorbed to 
think of any duties that ought to have 
devolved upon him as chaperon ; and 
even Janey was out of the way, taking tea 
with Mrs. Hurst. So the two young pairs 
sat round the table and talked ; the girls, 
with a mutual panic, which neither breathed 
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to the other, keeping together, avoiding 
separation into pairs. Ursula out of very 
shyness and fright alone, lest another 
chapter of the strange, novel, too moving 
love-tale might be poured into her ears; 
but Phoebe with more settled purpose, to 
prevent any disclosure on the part of 
Reginald. The evening was mixed up of 
pleasure and pain to the two young men, 
each eager to find himself alone with the 
girl whom he loved ; but it is to be feared 
the girls themselves had a furtive guilty 
enjoyment of it, which they ought not to 
have had. Open and outrageous love- 
making is not half so delicate a pastime as 
that in which nothing distinct dare be 
said, but all is implication, conveyed and 
understood without words. I know it is a 
dangerous thing to confess, but veracity 
requires the confession; you may say it 
was the playing of the cat with the mouse, 
if you wish to give a disagreeable version 
of it ; but, however you choose to explain 
it, this was how it was. 
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It was with fear and trembling at last 
that Phoebe went to the piano, which was 
at the other end of the room, after making 
all the resistance which was possible. 

" Thank Heaven, that idiot and his 
fiddle isn't here to-night to interfere !" 
cried Reginald. 

Phoebe shook her head at him, but ven- 
tured on no words ; and how she did exert 
herself on the piano, playing things which 
were a great deal too classical for Regi- 
nald, who would have preferred the sim- 
plest stock piece, under cover of which he 
might have talked to her hanging over her 
chair, and making belief to turn over the 
music ! This was what he wanted, poor 
fellow. He had no heart nor ears for 
Beethoven, which Phoebe played to him 
with a tremor in her heart, and yet, the 
wicked little witch, with some enjoyment 
too. 

" This is not the sort of thing you play 
when Copperhead is here," he said at last, 
driven to resistance. 
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music she could think of, complicating 
herself in difficult chords and sudden 
accidentals. If there had been anybody 
there to hear who could have understood, 
Phoebe's performance would, no doubt, 
have appeared a masterpiece of brilliant 
execution, as it was ; but the two others 
were paying not the slightest attention, 
and as for Reginald, he was in a state of 
tantalized vexation, which half amused 
himself, and filled the performer with an 
exhilarating sense of successful mischief. 
Northcote was trying to say — what was he 
not trying to say ?-^— to Ursula, under cover 
of the music, which was the best shield he 
could have had; and perhaps in reality, 
though Reginald was tantalized to the ut- 
most degree of tantalization, even he had 
a certain enjoyment in the saucy self- 
defence which was more mischievous than 
cruel. He stood behind Phoebe's chair, 
now and then meeting her laughing glance 
with one of tender appeal and reproach, 
pleased to feel himself thus isolated with 
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her, and held at arm's-length in so genial 

a way. He would have his opportunity after 

a while, when there would be no piano to 

give her a momentary refuge, and then 

he would say out all that was in his 

heart, with no possible shadow of a 

rival to interfere with him. Angry? no; 

as he stood behind her, watching her 

fingers fly over the keys, a delightful calm 

stole over Reginald. Now and then she 

would throw a half-mocking glance at him 

upward over her shoulder, as she swept 

over the resounding board. When the 

sonata was concluded, Phoebe sprang up 

from the piano, and went back to the table. 

She proposed that they should play a game 

at cards, to which Ursula agreed. The 

young men shrugged their shoulders and 

protested ; but after all, what did it matter, 

so long as they were together? They 

fell into their places quite naturally, the 

very cards assisting ; and so the moments 

flew by. There was not so much sound 

as usual in the old faded drawing-room. 
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which had come to look so bright and 
homelike ; not so much sound of voices, 
perhaps less laughter — yet of all the even- 
ings they had spent there together, that 
was the one they looked back upon, all 
four, with most tender recollection. They 
had been so happy, or, if not happy, so 
near (apparently) to happiness, which is 
better sometimes than happiness itself. 

"Don't let Reginald come with me," 
Phoebe whispered, as she kissed her friend, 
and said good night, " or ask Mr. North- 
cote to come too." 

"Why?" said Ursula, with dreamy 
eyes ; her own young tide of life was 
rising, invading, for the moment, her per- 
ceptions, and dulling her sense of what 
was going on round her. There was no 
time, however, for anything more to be 
said, for Reginald was close behind with 
his hat in his hand. Phoebe had to resign 
herself, and she knew what was coming. 
The only thing was, if possible, to stop 
the declaration on the way. 
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" This is the first chance I have had of 
seeing you home without that perpetual 
shadow of Copperhead — " 

**Ah, poor Clarence!" said Phoebe. 
**I wonder how he is getting on away 
from us all to-night." 

" Poor Clarence !" echoed Reginald 
aghast. " You don't mean to say that 
you — miss him, Miss Beecham ? I never 
heard you speak of him in that tone before." 

" Miss him 1 no, perhaps not exactly," 
said Phoebe, with a soft little sigh ; " but 
still — I have known him all my life, Mr. 
May ; when we were quite little I used to 
be sent for to his grand nursery, full of 
lovely toys and things — a great deal 
grander than mine." 

" And for that reason — " said Reginald, 
becoming bitter, with a laugh. 

** Nothing for that reason," said Phoebe ; 
*^ but I noticed it at six as I should at 
twenty. I must have been a horrid little 
worldly-minded thing, don't you think? 
Ho you see there are the associations of a 
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great many years to make me say Poor 
Clarence, when anything is the matter 
with him." 

" He is lucky to rouse your sympathies 
so warmly," cried Reginald, thoroughly 
wretched ; " but I did not know there was 
anything the matter." 

" I think there will be if he has to leave 
our little society, where we have all been 
so happy," said Phoebe, softly. "How 
little one thought, coming here a stranger, 
how pleasant it was to be ! I especially, 
to whom coming to Carlingford was rather 
— perhaps I might say a humiliation. I 
am very fond of grandpapa and grand- 
mamma now, but the first introduction was 
something of a shock — I have never 
denied it ; and if it had not been for sweet 
kind Ursula and you — all." 

The little breathless fragmentary pause 
which Phoebe made between the you and 
the " all," giving just a ghost of emphasis 
to the pronoun, sounded to poor Regi- 
nald in his foolishness .almost like a caress. 
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How cleverly it was managed, with just so 
much natural feeling in it ^s gave it reality ! 
They were approaching No. 6, and Martha, 
the maid, already was visible at the open 
door. 

** Then you do give me some share- 
some little share," he cried, with a 
broken voice. "Ah, if you would only 
let me tell you what your coming has been 
to me. It has opened up my life ; I feel 
everything different, the old earth itself; 
there is a new light upon the whole 
world—'' 

" Hush, here is Martha !" cried Phoebe, 
" she will not understand about new lights. 
Yes, it has been pleasant, very pleasant ; 
when one begins to sigh and realize how 
pleasant a thing has been, I always fear 
it is going to be broken up." 

'^ Absit omenV* cried Reginald, fer- 
vently, taking the hand she had put out 
to bid him good night, and holding it fast 
to detain her ; and was there moisture in 
the eyes which she lifted to him, and 
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which glistened he thought, though there 
was only the distant light of a lamp to 
see them by ? 

*^You must not keep me now," cried 
Phoebe, ** here is grandpapa coming. 
Good night, Mr. May, good night." 

Was Phoebe a mere coquette pure et 
simple ? As soon as she had got safe 
within these walls, she stooped down over 
the primroses to get rid of Martha, and then 
in the darkness had a cry, all by herself, 
on one side of the wall, while the young 
lover, with his head full of her, checked, 
but not altogether discouraged, went 
slowly away on the other. She cried, and 
her heart contracted with a real pang. 
He was very tender in his reverential 
homage, very romantic, a true lover, 
not the kind of man who wants a wife or 
wants a clever companion to amuse him, 
and save him the expense of a coach, and 
be his to refer to in everything. That 
was an altogether different kind of thing. 
Phoebe went in with a sense in her mind 
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that perhaps she had never touched so 
close upon a higher kind of existence, and 
perhaps never again might have the oppor- 
tunity; but before she had crossed the 
garden, she had begun once more to ques- 
tion whether Clarence would have the for- 
titude to hold his own against everything 
that father or mother could do to change 
his mind. Would he have the fortitude ? 
Would he come back to her, safe and de- 
termined, or would he yield to arguments 
in favour of some richer bride, and come 
back either estranged or at the least 
doubtful ? This gave her a pang of pro- 
found anxiety at the bottom of her heart. 
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CHAPTER VIII. 



AN EXPEDITION. 



MR. MAY did not come upstairs that 
evening. It was not that he was 
paralysed as he had been on the previous 
occasion, when he sat as now and heard 
Phoebe go away after her first visit, and 
when the wind blowing in from the open 
door playfully carried to his feet the 
scribbled note with Tozer's name. He 
was not stupefied as then, nor was he 
miserable. The threatened withdrawal of 
Clarence Copperhead was more to him 
than the impending ruin meant by that 
bill which was so nearly due. He was 
occupied by that to the exclusion of the 
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other. It would be a most serious change 
to him in every way. He had calculated 
on the continuance of this additional in- 
come for at least a year, and short of the 
year it would have done him no good, 
but had simply plunged him into 
additional expense. It was this he was 
thinking of, and which kept him in his 
study after the young people had assem- 
bled. Ootsdean had come again while 
Mr. May was at dinner, which by some 
curious unconscious aggravation on his 
part was the time he specially chose as 
most convenient for him ; and he had 
again sent a dirty note by Bobby, im- 
ploring his principal to think of the 
impending fate, and not to desert him. 
Mr. May was angry at this perpetual 
appeal. " Why should I desert him, the 
idiot ?" he said to himself, and moved by 
the man's persistence, he took out his 
pocketbook again, and made out beyond 
all chance of mistake, that it was the 
18th. Why should the fool insist upon its 
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being the 15 th with such perpetual itera- 
tion ? There were the figures as plain as 
possible, 18th April. Mr. May wrote a 
peremptory note announcing this fact to 
Cotsdean, and then returned to his own 
thoughts. Sir Robert had asked him to 
go over that morning and spend the day 
at the Hall with the Copperheads, not 
knowing of any breach between them. 
He thought he had better do this. If 
Clarence determined to stay, that would 
be a great thing in his favour, and he 
had seen that the young man's dull 
spirit was roused ; and if that hope failed, 
there might still be advantage even in this 
sudden breaking of the bond. Part of the 
second quarter was gone, and the father 
had ofifered three months additional pay. 
These two payments would make up the 
hundred and fifty pounds at once, and 
settle the business. Thus, in either way, 
he should be safe, for if Clarence went 
away the money would be paid ; and if he 
stayed, Mr. May himself had made up his 
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mind to risk the bold step of going to the 
bank and asking an advance on this in- 
alienable security. All these deliberations 
made his mind easy about the bill. It 
must come right one way or another ; he 
might have chosen perhaps not to run it 
quite so close ; but after all the 15th was 
only to-morrow, and there were still three 
days. While his mind was full of these 
things he did not care to go upstairs. He 
heard the voices of the young people, but 
he was too much engrossed with his own 
calculations to care to join them. It was 
a close thing, he said to himself, a very 
close thing ; but still he felt that he could 
do it— surely he could do it. If Mr. Cop- 
perhead settled with him — and he was the 
sort of man, a man to whom money was 
nothing, to do so on the spot if he took 
it into his head — then all was right. And 
if Mr. Copperhead did not do so, the 
bank, though his past transactions with 
it had not been encouraging, would cer- 
tainly make all right on account of these 
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Copperhead payments, which were as cer- 
tain as any payments could be. He went 
to bed early, being engrossed by these 
thoughts, not even saying good night to 
Ursula, as was his wont ; and he made up 
his mind to take an ^early breakfast, and 
start the first thing in the morning for 
the Hall. There was an early train which 
would suit admirably. He could not 
aflFord to drive, as Sir Robert had done, 
changing horses half way. He went up- 
stairs to bed, somewhat heavily, but not 
discontented, seeing his way. After all 
the great thing in life is to see your way. 
It does not matter so much whether that 
way is great or small, so long as you can 
see it plain before you. Mr. May breathed 
a sigh of anxiety as Jie ended the day. 
He had a great many things on his mind ; 
but still he was not altogether heavy- 
hearted or discouraged beyond measure ; 
things, he felt, would shape themselves 
better than he had hoped. He was not 
perhaps going to be so much better off 
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than of old, as he thought possible when 
Clarence Copperhead came. Such delu- 
sive prospects do glimmer across a poor 
man's path when any apparent expansion 
of means occurs to him; but in the 
majority of cases he has to consent to see 
the fine fictitious glow die away. Mr. May 
was not ignorant of this experience already. 
A man who is over fifty is generally more 
or less prepared for anything that can 
happen to him in this kind ; but he 
thought he could " get on ;" and after all 
that is the sum of life to three parts of 
mankind. 

He was silent at breakfast, but not dis- 
agreeable, and Ursula was too much taken 
up with her own concerns to pay much 
uttontion to him. Ursula's concerns were 
duvoloping with a rapidity altogether ex- 
traordinary. In the mind of a girl of 
twtuityi tmforestalled by any previous ex- 
ptu*itMioo, tlio process that goes on between 
tho uiouiont when the surprising, over- 
wholuung diHOOVory rushes upon her that 
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some one loves her in the old way of 
romance, until the corresponding moment 
when she finds out that her Own heart too 
has been invaded by this wonderful senti- 
ment, which is like nothing that was ever 
known before, is of a very rapid description. 
It is like the bursting of a flower, which a 
day's sunshine brings to the blooming 
point like a miracle, though it is in reality 
the simplest result of nature. Already 
there began to glow a haze of brightness 
about those three months past in which 
everything had begun. When or how it 
began she could not now tell. The glow 
of it was in her eyes and dazzled her. 
She heard the voices of the others sound- 
ing vaguely through this bright mist in 
which she herself was isolated ; when she 
was obliged to reply, she called herself 
back with an effort, and did so — but of her 
own will she seldom spoke. How Janey 
chattered, how the children maundered on 
about their little concerns which were of 
consequence to nobody ! Papa was the 

VOL. III. L 
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person whom Ursula really respected this 
morning, for he had more sense than to 
talk. How could people talk, as if there 
was pleasure in that ? But papa had more 
sense, he had things to think of — too. 
So the girl approved her father, and 
thought more highly of him, and never 
inquired what it might be that occupied 
his mind, and kept him from noticing 
even when the children were unruly. 
And it would be giving the reader an un- 
fair idea of the children, if we attempted 
to conceal that they did take advantage 
of their opportunities, and were as unruly 
as well-conditioned children in the cir- 
cumstances were likely to be. Mr. May 
took no notice ; he took his coflTee hurriedly 
and went off to the station. 

" If I don't return this evening you need 
not be alarmed. I shall come back at the 
latest to-morrow morning," he said. 

The children all rushed to the window to 
see him go away ; even Ursula looking out 
dreamily remarked him too, as she seldom 
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did ; and Mrs. Sam Hurst at her window, 
wondering where her neighbour could bo 
going, heaved a deep sigh of admiration, 
which though she was not ** in love," as the 
girls thought, with Mr. May, was a passing 
tribute to his good looks and training. He 
looked a gentleman every inch of him — an^ 
English gentleman, spotless in linen, speck- 
less in broadcloth, though his dress was far 
from new ; the freshness of sound health 
and a clear conscience on his handsome 
face, though he was no longer young. 
His abundant hair, steel-grey, slightly 
crisped under his hat, not curling exactly, 
but with a becoming twist in it — clerical, 
yet not too clerical, a man given to no 
extremes, decorously churchmanUke, yet 
liberal and tolerant of the world. Though 
she was too wise to compromise her own 
comfort by marrying him, Mrs. Hurst 
felt that there was a great pleasure in 
making his daughters anxious about her 
"intentions," and that even to be said to 

L 2 
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be in love with such a man was no shame, 
but rather the reverse. 

He went away accordingly, taking a 
short cut to the railway, and thus missing 
Cotsdean, who came breathless ten 
minutes after he was gone, and followed 
him to the train ; but too late. 

" Well, well," Cotsdean said to himself, 
v/iping his forehead, ** Old Tozer has 
plenty, it ain't nothing to him to pay. 
They can settle it between 'em." 

Cotsdean himself was easier in his mind 
than he had ever been before on such an 
occasion. His clergyman, though per- 
sonally an awful and respect-inspiring 
personage, was so far as money went a 
man of straw, as he well knew, and his 
name on a bill was very little worth ; but 
Tozer was a man who could pay his way. 
A hundred and fifty pounds, or even ten 
times that, would not ruin the old shop- 
keeper. Cotsdean' s sense of commercial 
honour was not so very keen that the 
dishonouring of his bill in the circum- 
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stances should give him a very serious 
pang. He would not be sold up, or have 
an execution put into his shop when the 
other party to the bill was so substantial 
a person. Of course Tozer, when he 
signed it, must have been told all about it, 
and Ootsdean did not see how with two 
such allies against ruin, anything very 
serious could befall him. He was uneasy 
indeed, but his uneasiness had no such 
force in it as before. He went back to 
his shop and his business prepared to take 
the matter as calmly as possible. He was 
but passive in it. It could not harm him 
much in the eyes of his banker, who 
knew his affairs too well to be much as- 
tonished at any such incident, and Tozer 
and Mr. May must settle it between them. 
It was their affair. 

Meanwhile Mr. May rattled along in the 
railway towards the Hall. He got a dog- 
cart at the little inn at the station to take 
him over, though generally when he went 
to see the Dorsets it was his custom to 
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walk. "But what were a few shillings?" he 
said to himself, the prodigality of despera- 
tion having seized upon him. In any case 
he could pay that, and if he was to be 
ruined, what did a few shillings more or 
less matter ? but the discomfort of walk- 
ing over those muddy roads, and arriving 
with dirty boots and a worn-out aspect, 
mattered a great deal. He reached the 
Hall at a propitious moment, when Mr. 
Copperhead was in the highest good- 
humour. He had been taken over the 
place, from one end to another, over the 
stables, the farm buildings, the farm itself 
from end to end, the preserves, the shrub- 
beries, the green-houses, everything; all 
of which details he examined with an un- 
failing curiosity which would have been 
highly flattering to the possessors if it had 
not been neutralized by a strain of com- 
ment which was much less satisfactory. 
When Mr. May went in, he found him in 
the dining-room, with Sir Eobert and his 
daughters standing by, clapping his wings 
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and crowing loudly over a picture which 
the Dorsets prized much. It represented 
a bit of vague Italian scenery, mellow and 
tranquil, and was a true " Wilson," bought 
by an uncle of Sir Eobert's, who had been 
a connoisseur, from the Master himself, in 
the very country where it was painted; 
and all these details pleased the imagina- 
tion of the family, who, though probably 
they would have been but mildly delighted 
had they possessed the acquaintance of the 
best of contemporary painters, were proud 
that Uncle Charles had known Italian 
Wilson, and had bought a picture out of 
his studio. A Hobbema or a Poussin 
would scarcely have pleased them so much, 
for the worst of an old Master is that your 
friends look suspiciously upon it as a copy ; 
whereas Wilson is scarcely old enough or 
precious enough to be copied. They were 
showing their picture and telling the story 
to the millionaire, with an agreeable sense 
that, though they were not so rich, they 
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must, at least, have the advantage of him 
in this way. 

" Ha !" said Mr. Copperhead, " you 
should see my Turner. Didn't I show you 
my Turner ? I don't venture to tell yotl. 
Sir Eobert, what that picture cost me. 
It's a sin, it is, to keep that amount of 
capital hanging useless upon a bit of wall. 
The Wilson may be all very well. I ain't 
a judge of art, and I can't give my opinion 
on that point, though it's a common sort 
of a name, and there don't seem to be 
much in it ; but everybody knows what a 
Turner means. Here's May ; he'll be able 
to tell you as well as another. It means a 
few cool thousands, take my word for it. 
It means, I believe, that heaps of people 
would give you your own price. I don't 
call it a profitable investment, for it brings 
in no interest; but they tell me it's a thing 
that grows in value every year. And 
there it is. Sir, hanging up useless on my 
wall in Portland Place, costing a fortune, 
and bringing in not a penny. But I like 
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it ; I like it, for I can afford it, by George ! 
Here's May ; he knows what that sort of 
thing is; he'll tell you that a Turner is 
worth its weight in gold." 

" Thank you, I don't think I need any 
information on that subject," said Sir 
Robert. "Besides, I saw your Turner. 
It is a pretty picture — if it is authentic ; 
but Wilson, you know — " 

" Wasn't a big enough swell not to be 
authentic, eh ?" said Mr. Copperhead. 
" Common name enough, and I don't know 
that I ever heard of him in the way of 
painting; but I don't pretend to be a 
judge. Here's May; now, I daresay he 
knows all about it. Buying's one thing, 
knowing's another. Your knowing ones, 
when they've got any money, they have 
the advantage over us. Sir Robert; they 
can pick up a thing that's good, when it 
happens to come their way, dirt cheap ; 
but fortunately for us, it isn't often they've 
got any money," he added, with a laugh, 
slapping Mr. May on the shoulder in a 
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way which made him totter. But the 
clergyman's good humour was equal even 
to this assault. It is wonderful how 
patient and tolerant we can all be when 
the motive is strong enough. 

'' That is true," he said; " but I fear I 
have not even the compensation of know- 
ledge. I know enough, however, to feel 
that the possessor of a Turner is a public 
personage, and may be a public benefactor 
if he pleases." 

" How that ? If you think I am one to 
go lending my pictures about, or leaving 
them to the nation when I'm done for, 
that's not my sort. No, I keep them to 
myself. If I consent to have all that 
money useless, it is for myself, you may 
depend, and not for other people. And 
I'll leave it to my boy Clarence, if he 
behaves himself. He's a curiosity, too, 
and has a deal of money laid out on him 
that brings no interest, him and his mother, 
I'll leave it to Clar, if he doesn't make a 
low marriage, or any folly of that kind." 
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" You should make it an heir-loom," said 
Sir Eobert, with sarcasm too fine for his 
antagonist ; " leave it from father to son 
of your descendants, like our family dia- 
monds and plate." 

Anne and Sophy looked at each other 
and smiled, the one sadly, the other satiri- 
cally. The Dorset family jewels were rose- 
diamonds of small value, and the plate was 
but moderate in quantity, and not very 
great in quality. Poor Sir Robert liked 
to blow his little trumpet too, but it was 
not so blatant as that of his visitor, whose 
rude senses did not even see the intended 
malice. 

" By George ! I think I will," he said. 
"I'm told it's as safe as the bank, and 
worth more and more every year, and if it 
don't bring in anything, it don't eat any- 
thing, eh, May ? Look here ; perhaps I 
was hasty the other day," he said, pushing 
the clergyman a little apart from the group 
with a large hand on his shoulder. " Cla- 
rence tells me you're the best coach he 
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ever saw, and that he's getting on like a 
house on fire." 

" He does make progress, I think," 
answered the tutor, thus gracefully com- 
plimented. 

" But all the same, you know, I had a 
right to be annoyed. Now a man of your 
sense — for you seem a man of sense, 
though you*re a parson, and know what 
side your bread's buttered on — ought to 
see that it's an aggravating thing when a 
young fellow has been sent to a coach for 
his instruction, and to keep him out of 
harm's way, to find him cheek by jowl 
with a nice-looking young woman. That's 
not what a father has a right to expect." 

" You couldn't expect me to do away 
with my daughter because I happened to 
take a pupil ?" said Mr. May, half-amused ; 
" but I can assure you that she has no 
designs upon your son." 

" So I hear, so I hear," said the other, 
with a mixture of pique and satisfaction. 
" Won't look at him, Clar tells me ; got 
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her eye on some one else, little fooll She'll 
never have such a chance again. As for 
having no designs, that's bosh, you know ; 
all women have designs. I'm a deal easier 
in my mind when I'm told she's got other 
fish to fry." 

" Other fish to fry ?" said Mr. May ; 
this time lie was wholly amused, and 
laughed. **This is news to me. How- 
ever, we don't want to discuss my little 
Ursula; about your son it will be well that 
I should know, for I might be forming 
other engagements. This moment is a 
time of pecuniary pressure with me," he 
added, with the ingratiating smile and 
half-pathetic frankness of the would-be 
borrower. " I have not taken pupils be- 
fore, but I want money for the time. My 
son's settlement in life, you see, and — but 
the father of a large family can always find 
good reasons for wanting money." 

" That's it," said Mr. Copperhead, 
seriously. ** Why are you the father of 
a large family? That's what I ask our 
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ministers. It's against all political eco- 
nomy, that is. According as you've no 
money to give 'em, you go and have child- 
ren — when it should be just the other 
way. 

" That may be very true ; but there they 
are, and can't be done away with ; and I 
do want money, as it happens, more now 
than I shall want it a year hence, or, 
perhaps, even six months hence." 

"Most people do," said Mr. Copper- 
head, withdrawing his hand from his 
pocket, and placing his elbow tightly 
against the orifice of that very important 
part of him. " It's the commonest thing 
in the world. I want money myself, for 
that matter. I've always got a large 
amount to make up by a certain diate, and 
a bill to pay. But about Clar, that's the 
important matter. As he seems to have 
set his mind on it, and as you assure me 
there's no danger — man-traps, or that sort 
of thing, eh ?" 

The colour came to Mr. May's cheek; 
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but it was only for a moment. To have 
his own daughter spoken of as a man- 
trap gave him a momentary thrill of 
anger; but, as he would have applied 
the word quite composedly to any other 
man's daughter, the resentment was evan- 
escent. He did not trust himself to 
answQr, however, but nodded somewhat 
impatiently, which made the millionaire 
laugh the more. 

" Don't like the man-trap ?'* he said. 
" Bless you they're all alike, not yours 
more than the rest. But as I was saying, 
if it's warranted safe I suppose he'll have 
to stay. But I don't stand any nonsense. 
May ; and look here, your music and all 
that ain't in the agreement. He can have 
a master for his music, he's well enough 
able to pay for it; but I won't have a 
mistress, by George, to put folly into 
his head." 

" I am to forbid him the drawing-room, 
I suppose, and take his fiddle from him ! 
I have no objections. Between ourselves. 
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as I am not musical, it would be very 
agreeable to me ; but perhaps he is rather 
over the age, don't you think, for treat- 
ment of that kind." 

Clarence had come in, and stood watch- 
ing the conversation, with a look Mr. 
Copperhead was not prepared for. Those 
mild brown eyes which were his mother's 
share in him, were full a-stare with sullen 
resolution, and his heavy mouth shut like 
that of a bull-dog. He lingered at the 
door, looking at the conversation which 
was going on between his father and his 
tutor, and they both noticed him at the 
same moment, and drew the same con- 
clusion. Mr. May was in possession of 
the parole as the French say, and he 
added instinctively in an under-tone. 

" Take care ; if I were you I would not 
try him too far." 

Mr. Copperhead said nothing; but he 
stared too, rather aghast at this new reve- 
lation. What ! his porcelain, his Dresden 
figure of a son, his crowning curiosity. 
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was he going to show a will of his own ? 
The despot felt a thrill go over him. 
What kind of a sentiment love was in his 
mind it would be hard to tell; but his 
pride was all set on this heavy boy. To 
see him a man. of note, in Parliament, 
his name in the papers, his speeches 
printed in the " Times," was the very 
heaven of his expectations. " Son of the 
famous Copperhead, the great contractor." 
He did not care about such distinction in 
his own person; but this had been his 
dream ever since Clarence came iuto being. 
And now there he stood gloomy, obdu- 
rate. If he had made up his mind to 
make a low marriage, could his father 
hinder him — could anything hinder him ? 
Mr. Copperhead looked at his son and 
quailed for the first time in his life. 

" May," he said, hurriedly, " do the 
best you can ; he's got all his mother's 
d — — d obstinacy, you can see, can't you ? 
but I've set my heart on making a man 
of him- — do the best you can." 

VOL. III. M 
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Mr. May thought to himself afterwards 
if he had only had the vigour to say, " Pay 
me six months in advance," the thing 
would have been done. But the lingering 
prejudices of breeding clung about him, 
and he could not do it. Mr. Copperhead, 
however, was very friendly all the rest 
of the day, and gave him private looks and 
words aside, to the great admiration of the 
Dorsets, to whom the alliance between 
them appeared remarkable enough. 
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CHAPTER IX. 



A CATASTROPHE. 



1ITR MAY left the Hall before dinner, 
-L'-L notwithstanding the warm invita- 
tion which was given to him to stay. He 
was rather restless, and though it was 
hard to go out into the dark just as grate- 
ful odours began to steal through the 
house, it suited him better to do so than 
to spend the night away from home. Be- 
sides he comforted himself tKat Sir Robert's 
cook was not first rate, not good enough 
to make it a great temptation. It was 
a long walk to the station, for they 
had no horses at liberty to drive him, 
a fact at which he was slightly oiGFended, 
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though he was aware that Sir Robert's 
stable was but a poor one. He set 
out just as the dressing bell began to 
ring, fortified with a glass of sheiTj and 
a biscuit. The night was mild and soft, 
the hedgerows all rustling with the new 
life of the spring, and the stars beginning 
to come out as he went on ; and on the 
whole the walk was pleasant, though the 
roads were somewhat muddy. As he 
went along, he felt himself fall into a 
curious dreamy state of mind which was 
partly fatigue perhaps, but was not at all 
unpleasant. Sometimes he almost seemed 
to himself to be asleep as he trudged on, 
and woke up with a start, thinking that 
he saw indistinct figures, the skirt of a 
dress or the tail of a long coat, disappear- 
ing past him, just gone before he was 
fully awake to what it was. He knew 
there was no one on the lonely road, and 
that this was a dream or illusion, but still 
he kept seeing these vanishings of indis- 
dinct wayfarers, which did not frighten 
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him in the least, but half amused him in 
the curious state of his brain. He had 
got rid of his anxiety. It was all quite 
plain before him what to do, to go to the 
Bank, to tell them what he had coming 
in, and to settle everything as easily ^s 
possible. The consciousness of having 
this to do, acted upon him like a gentle 
opiate or dream-charm. When he got to 
the railway station, and got into a carriage, 
he seemed to be floating somehow in a 
prolonged vision of light and streaks of 
darkness, not quite aware how far he was 
going, or where he was going, across the 
country ; and even when he arrived at 
Carlingford roused himself with difl&culty, 
not quite certain that he had to get out, 
then smiling at himself, seeing the gas- 
lights in a sort of vague glimmer about 
him, not uncomfortable, but misty and 
half asleep. " If Sir Robert's sherry had 
been better, I should have blamed that," 
he said to himself; and in fact it was a 
kind of drowsy, amiable mental intoxica- 
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tion wbich affected hiiii, he scarcely could 
tell bow. When he got within sight of 
his own honse, he paused a moment and 
looked up at the lights in the windows. 
There was music going on, Phoebe, no 
doubt, for Ursula could not play so well 
as that, and the house looked full and 
cheerful. He had a cheerful home, there 
was no doubt of that. Young Copper- 
head, though he was a dunce, felt it, and 
showed an appreciation of better things 
in his determination not to leave the house 
where he had been so happy. Mr. May 
felt an amiable friendliness stealing over 
him for Clarence too. 

Upstairs in the drawing-room another 
idyllic evening had begun. Phoebe " had 
not intended to come," but was there not- 
withstanding, persuaded by Ursula, who, 
glad for once to escape from the anxieties 
of dinner, had celebrated tea with the 
children, to their great delight, though she 
was still too dreamy and pre-occupied to 
respond much to them. And Northcote 
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had " not intended to come." Indeed, he 
had gone further than this, he had in- 
tended to keep away. But when he had 
eaten his solitary dinner, he, too, had 
strayed towards the centre of attraction, 
and walking up and down in forlorn con- 
templation of the lighted windows, had 
been spied by Reginald, and brought in 
after a faint resistance. So the four were 
together again, with only Janey to inter- 
pose an edge of general criticism and re- 
mark into the too personal strain of the 
conversation. Janey did not quite realize 
the importance of the place she was occu- 
pying, but she was keenly interested in all 
that was going on, very eager to under- 
stand the relationships in which the 
others stood, and to see for herself what 
progress had been made last night while 
she was absent. Her sharp girlish face, 
in which the eyes seemed too big for the 
features, expressed a totally different phase 
of existence from that which softened and 
subdued the others. She was all eyes and 
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ears, and watchful scrutiny. It was she 
who prevented the utterance of the half- 
dozen words trembling on Northcote's lips, 
to which Ursula had a soft response flut- 
tering somewhere in her pretty throat, but 
which was not destined to be spoken to- 
night ; and it was she who made Phoebe's 
music quite a simple performance, attended 
with little excitement and no danger. 
Phoebe was the only one who was grateful 
to her, and perhaps even Phoebe could 
have enjoyed the agitations of the evening 
better had Janey been away. As it was, 
these agitations were all suppressed and 
incipient ; they could not come to any- 
thing ; there were no hairbreadth escapes, 
no breathless moments, when the one 
pursued had to exercise her best skill, 
and only eluded the pursuer by a step or 
two. Janey, with all her senses about her, 
hearing everything, seeing everything, 
neutralized all effort on the part of the 
lovers, and reduced the condition of Ursula 
and Phoebe to one of absolute safety. 
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They were all kept on the curb, in the 
leash, by the presence of this youthful 
observer; and the evening, though full of 
a certain excitement and mixture of hap- 
piness and misery, glided on but slowly, 
each of the young men outdoing the other 
in a savage eagerness for Janey's bed- 
time. 

" Do you let her sit up till midnight 
every night ?" said Reginald, with indig- 
nation. 

"Let me sit up !" cried Janey, "as if 
I was obliged to do what she tells me !" 

Ursula gave a little shrug to her pretty 
shoulders, and looked at the clock. 

" It is not midnight yet ; it is not nine 
o'clock," she said, with a sigh. " I should 
have thought papa would have come home 
before now. Can he be staying at the 
Hall all night ?'^ 

Just then, however, there was the well- 
known ring at the bell, and Ursula ran 
downstairs to see after her father's supper. 
Why couldn't Janey make herself useful 
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and do that, the little company thought 
indignantly and with one accord, instead 
of staying here with her sharp eyes, put- 
ting everybody out? Mr. May's little 
dinner, or supper, served on a tray, was 
very comfortable, and he ate it with great 
satisfaction, telling Ursula that he had, on 
the whole, spent a pleasant day. 

" The Dorsets were kind, as they always 
are, and Mr. Copperhead was a little less 
disagreeable than he always is ; and you 
may look for Clarence back again in a day 
or two. He is not going to leave us. 
You must take care that he does not fall 
in love with you, Ursula. That is the 
chief thing they seem to be afraid of." 

"Fall in love with meT cried Ursula. 
"Oh, papa, where are your eyes? He 
has fallen in love, but not with me. Can't 
you see it ? It is Phoebe he cares for." 

Mr. May was startled. He raised his 
head with a curious smile in his eyes, 
which made Ursula wonder painfully 
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whether her father had taken much wine 
at the Hall. 

" Ah, ha ! is that what they are fright- 
ened for ?" he said, and then he shrugged 
his shoulders. " She will show bad taste, 
Ursula; she might do better; but I sup- 
pose a girl of her class has not the deli- 
cacy — So that is what they are frightened 
for! And what are the other fish you 
have to fry ?" 

'* Papa !" 

" Yes. He told me he was not alarmed 
about you, that you had other fish to firy, 
eh ? Well, it's too late for explanations 
to-night. What's that? Very odd, I 
thought I saw some one going out at the 
door — just a whifi* of the coat-tails. I 
think my digestion must be out of order. 
I'll go into the study and get my pills, 
and then I think I'll go to bed." 

" Won't you come upstairs to the draw- 
ing-room ?" said Ursula, faltering, for she 
was appalled by the idea of explanations. 
What had she to explain, as yet ? Mr. 
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May shook his head, with that smile still 
upon his face. 

" No, you'll get on excellently well with- 
out me. I've had a long walk, and I think 
I'll go to bed." 

" You don't look very well, papa." 

" Oh, yes, I'm well enough ; only con- 
fused in the head a little with fatigue and 
the things I've had to think about. Good 
night. Don't keep those young fellows 
late, though one of them is your brother. 
You can say I'm tired. Good night, my 
dear." 

It was very seldom that he called her 
" my dear," or, indeed, said anything 
affectionate to his grown up children. If 
Ursula had not been so eager to return 
to the drawing-room, and so sure that 
"they" would miss her, she would have 
been anxious about her father ; but as it 
was, she ran upstairs lightly when he 
stopped speaking, and left him going 
into the study, where already his 
lamp was burning. Betsy passed her, 
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as she ran up the stairs, coming from the 
kitchen with a letter held between two 
folds of her apron. Poor papa! no doubt 
it was some tiresome parish business to 
bother him, when he was tired already. 
But Ursula did not stop for that. How 
she wanted to be there again, among 
" them all," even though Janey still made 
one! She went in breathless, and gave 
her father's message only half articulately. 
He was tired. " We are never to mind ; 
he says so." They all took the intimation 
very easily. Mr. May being tired, what 
did that matter ? He would, no doubt, be 
better to-morrow; and in the meantime 
those sweet hours, though so hampered by 
Janey, were very sweet. 

Betsy went in, and put down the note 
before Mr. May on his table. He was just 
taking out his medicine from the drawer, 
and he made a wry face at the note and at 
the pills together. 

" Parish ?" he said, curtly. 

" No, Sir ; it's from Mr. Ootsdean. He 
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came this morning, after you'd gone, and 
he sent over little Bobby." 

" That wUl do." 

A presentiment of pain stole over him. 
He gave Betsy a nod of dismissal, and 
went on with what he was doing. After 
he had finished, he took up the little note 
from the table with a look of disgust. It 
was badly scrawled, badly folded, and 
dirty. Thank Heaven, Ootsdean's com- 
munications would soon be over now. 

Janey had proposed a round game up- 
stairs. They were all humble in their 
desire to conciliate that young despot. 
Reginald got the cards, and Northcote put 
chairs round the table. He placed Ursula 
next to himself, which was a consolation, 
and sat down by her, close to her, though 
not a word, except of the most common- 
place kind, could be said. 

Just then — what was it? an indescrib- 
able thrill through the house, the sound 
of a heavy fall. They all started up from 
their seats to hear what it was. Then 
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Ursula, with a cry of apprehension, rushed 
downstairs, and the others after her. 
Betsy, alarmed, had come out of the 
kitchen, followed by her assistant, and 
was standing frightened, but irresolute; 
for Mr. May was not a man to be dis- 
turbed with impunity. And this might be 
nothing — the falling of a chair or a table, 
and nothing more. 

*' What is it ?" cried Ursula, in an 
anxious whisper. 

She was the leader in the emergency, 
for even Reginald held back. Then, after 
a moment's pause, she opened the door, 
and with a little cry rushed in. It was, 
as they feared, Mr. May who had fallen ; 
but he had so far recovered himself as to be 
able to make efforts to rise. His face was 
towards them. It was very pale, of a livid 
colour, and covered with moisture, great 
beads standing on his forehead. He smiled 
vaguely when he saw the circle of faces. 

" Nothing — nothing — a faintness," he 
faltered, making again an effort to rise. 
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"What is it, papa? Oh, what's the 
matter ?" cried Janey, rushing at him and 
seizing him by the arm. " Get up ! get 
up ! what will people think ? Oh, Ursula, 
how queer he looks, and he feels so 
heavy. Oh, please get up, papa !" 

** Go away," said Mr. May, " go away. 
It isr— a faintness. I am very well where 
I am—" 

But he did not resist when Reginald 
and Northcote lifted him from the floor. 
He had a piece of paper tightly clasped in 
his hand. He gave them a strange sus- 
picious look all round, and shrank when 
his eyes fell upon Phoebe. " Don't let her 
know," he said. " Take me away, take 
me away." 

" Reginald will take you upstairs, papa 
— to your room — to bed ; you ought to go 
to bed. It is the long walk that has worn 
you out. Oh, Reginald, don't contradict 
him, let him go where he pleases. Oh, 
papa, where are you going ?" cried Ursula, 
" the other way, you want to go to bed." 
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*' This way, take me — somewhere," said 
the suflfe'rer; though he could not stand 
he made a step, staggering between them, 
and an eflfort to push towards the hall 
door, and when they directed him in the 
other direction to the staircase which led to 
his room, he struggled feebly yet violently 
with them. " No, no, no, not there !" 
he cried. The sudden confusion, dismay, 
and alarm into which the family was 
plunged, the strange sense of a catastrophe 
that came upon them, cannot be told. 
Ursula, calling out all the time that they 
were not to contradict him, insisted 
imperiously with words and gestures 
that he should be taken upstairs. 
Janey, altogether overcome, sat down on 
the lower steps of the staircase and cried. 
Reginald almost as pale as his father, and 
not saying a word, urged him towards the 
stairs. To get him up to his room, re- 
sisting as well as he could, and moaning 
inarticulate remonstrances all the way, 
was no easy business. As the procession 

VOL. III. N 



176 PHCBBB, JUNIOR. 

"What is it, papa? Oh, what's the 
matter ?" cried Janey, rushing at him and 
seizing him by the arm. " Get up ! get 
up ! what will people think ? Oh, Ursula, 
how queer he looks, and he feels so 
heavy. Oh, please get up, papa !" 

" Go away," said Mr. May, " go away. 
It is — a faintness. I am very well where 
I am—" 

But he did not resist when Reginald 
and Northcote lifted him from the floor. 
He had a piece of paper tightly clasped in 
his hand. He gave them a strange sus- 
picious look all round, and shrank when 
his eyes fell upon Phoebe. " Don't let her 
know," he said. " Take me away, take 
me away." 

" Reginald will take you upstairs, papa 
— to your room — to bed ; you ought to go 
to bed. It is the long walk that has worn 
you out. Oh, Reginald, don't contradict 
him, let him go where he pleases. Oh, 
papa, where are you going ?" cried Ursula, 
" the other way, you want to go to bed." 



A CATASTROPHR. 177 

" This way, take me — somewhere," said 
the suflfe'rer; though he could not stand 
he made a step, staggering between them, 
and an eflTort to push towards the hall 
door, and when they directed him in the 
other direction to the staircase which led to 
his room, he struggled feebly yet violently 
with them. " No, no, no, not there !" 
he cried. The sudden confusion, dismay, 
and alarm into which the family was 
plunged, the strange sense of a catastrophe 
that came upon them, cannot be told. 
Ursula, calling out all the time that they 
were not to contradict him, insisted 
imperiously with words and gestures 
that he should be taken upstairs. 
Janey, altogether overcome, sat down on 
the lower steps of the staircase and cried. 
Reginald almost as pale as his father, and 
not saying a word, urged him towards the 
stairs. To get him up to his room, re- 
sisting as well as he could, and moaning 
inarticulate remonstrances all the way, 
was no easy business. As the procession 

VOL. III. N 



178 PfKEBK, JUNIOR. 

toiled along Phoebe was left below, the 
only one in possession of her faculties. 
She sent the housemaid hurriedly off 
for the doctor, and despatched Betsy to 
the kitchen. 

"Hot water is always wanted," said 
Phoebe, "see that you have enough in case 
he should require a bath/' 

Then with her usual decision she 
stepped back into the study. It was not 
vulgar curiosity which was in Phoebe's 
mind, nor did it occur to her that she 
had no right to investigate Mr. May's 
private affairs. If she could find what 
had done it, would not that be a great 
matter, something to tell the doctor, to 
throw light on so mysterious a seizure ? 
Several bits of torn paper were lying on 
the floor ; but only one of these was big 
enough to contain any information. It 
was torn in a kind of triangular shape, 
and contained a corner of a letter, a sec- 
tion of three lines. 
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" must have mistaken the date 

presented to-day, 

paid by Tozer," 

was what she read. She could not be- 
lieve her eyes. What transactions could 
there be between her grandfather and Mr. 
May? She secured the scrap of paper, 
furtively putting it in her pocket. It was 
better to say nothing either to the doctor, 
or any one else of anything so utterly in- 
comprehensible. It oppressed Phoebe with 
a sense of mystery and of personal con- 
nection with the mystery, which even her 
self-possession could scarcely bear up 
against. She went into the kitchen after 
Betsy, avowedly in anxious concern for 
the boiling of the kettle. 

"Hot water is good for everything," said 
Phoebe> " mamma says a hot bath is the 
best of remedies. Did Mr. May have any- 
thing — to worry him, Betsy ? I suppose 
it is only fatigue, and that he has taken 
too long a walk." 

N 2 
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"I don't believe in the long walk, 
Miss," said Betsy, " it's that Cotsdean as 
is always a-tormenting with his dirty 
letters. When that man comes bothering 
here, master is always put out," 

" Cotsdean? I don't know the name." 
" Don't say nothing, Miss," said Betsy 
sinking her voice, " but you take my 
word it's money. Money's at the bottom 
of everything. It's something, as sure 
as you're alive, as master has got to pay. 
I've been a deal with gentlefolks," added 
Betsy, "and ne'er a one of them can 
abide that." 
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CHAPTER X. 

THE SINNED AGAINST. 

pHCEBE'S mind was full of many and 
■^ somewhat agitating thoughts. She 
went upstairs with a restless haste, which 
she would have been the first to condemn, 
to the room where the others were con- 
gregated, when they had laid Mr. May on 
his bed with no small difficulty, and were 
now consulting what to do. Ursula had 
fallen a little fi:'om the position of com- 
mand she had taken up. To get him to 
bed, to send for the doctor, these were 
evident practical steps to take ; but after 
having done these she was bewildered and 
fell back upon her advisers. 



J 82 PHCEBE, JUNIOR. 

"We can't do anything, we can only 
wait and watch him," Reginald was 
saying as Phoebe, herself unseen, looked 
in at the anxious party ; and without ask- 
ing any question she turned and went 
downstairs again, and hastily putting on 
her sh^iwl and hat, went out shutting the 
door softly, and ran home on the shady 
side of Grange Lane, where nobody could 
see her. It was a very quiet road, and 
she was not disturbed by any unreasonable 
alarms. It was still early when she got 
home, earlier than usual, and her inten- 
tion was not to stay there at all, but to 
go back again and offer her assistance to 
Ursula, for whom she had left a message 
to this effect. Phoebe was full of genuine 
regard and friendliness towards the Mays. 
She felt that she had obligations to all 
of them, to the parson-father for submit- 
ting to her presence, nay, encouraging it, 
and to Ursula for receiving her with that 
affectionate fervour of friendship which 
had completely changed the tenor of 
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Phoebe's life at Carlingford. She was 
obliged to them, and she knew that she 
was obliged to them. How different these 
three months would have been but for the 
Parsonage ; what a heavy leaden-coloured 
existence without variety and without 
interest she must have lived; whereas it had 
gone by like a summer day, full of real life,, 
of multiplied interests, of everything that 
it was most desirable to have. Not at 
home and in London could she have had 
the advantages she hnd enjoyed here. 
Phoebe was sensible enough — or perhaps 
we might use a less complimentary word 
— worldly enough, to count within those 
manifest benefits the advantage of seeing 
more of Clarence Copperhead, and of 
drawing him within the charmed circle of 
her influence, and she was grateful to the 
Mays, for this was their doing. And then 
on the other hand, quite a different thing, 
her heart was touched and softened with 
gratitude to Reginald for loving her ; of all 
her gratitudes, perhaps this indeed was 
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the most truly felt. They had given her 
unbouDded kindness, friendliness, every- 
thing that is most sweet to the solitary ; 
and over and above, as if these were not 
enough, they had made her the exquisite 
present of a heart, the best thing that 
can be given or received by man. Phoebe 
felt herself penetrated with gratitude for 
all this, and she resolved that, if anything 
she could do could benefit the Mays, the 
effort on her part should not be wanting, 
"paid by Tozer," what had been paid, 
by Tozer? What had her grandfather to 
do with it. Could it be he who had lent 
money to Mr. May ? Then Phoebe resolved 
with a glow on her face, he should for- 
give his debtor. She went in with her 
mind fully made up, whatever might hap- 
pen, to be the champion of the sufferer, 
the saviour of the family. This would 
show them that their kindness had been 
appreciated. This would prove even to 
Reginald that though she would not sacri- 
fice her own prospects by marrying him. 
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yet that she was grateful to him, to the 
bottom of her heart. Her mind was full 
of generous ardour as she went in. She 
knew her power ; her grandfather had 
never yet refused her anything, never 
resisted her, and it did not seem likely that 
he should begin now. 

Mrs. Tozer was by herself in the par- 
lour, dozing over the fire. She woke up 
with a little start when Phcsbe came in, 
and smiled at the sight of her. 

" I didn't expect as you'd have come so 
soon," she said, *' you've broke up early 
to-night, darling. Couldn't you have no 
music ? I didn't look for you for an hour 
or more." 

"You know, grandmamma, it is Mr. 
Copperhead who teases me most for music, 
and he is not here." 

" Yes, yes, I know," said the old lady, 
nodding her head with many smiles. " I 
know a deal more about it than you think 
for, Phoebe, and don't you think as I dis- 
approve, for it's quite the other way. 
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But you won't tell me as there ain't others 
as cares for music as well as young Cop- 
perhead. I've seen one as couldn't take 
his eyes off of you while you were play- 
ing." 

''Hush, grandmamma; the others like 
music for music*s sake, or perhaps for my 
sake ; but Mr. Copperhead likes it for his 
own sake, and therefore he is the one who 
insists upon it. But this is not the reason 
why I have come home so soon. Mr. 
May has been taken suddenly ill." 

" Lord bless us !" cried Mrs. Tozer, 
" deary, deary me ? I'm very sorry, poor 
gentleman, I hope it ain't anything serious. 
Though he's a church parson, he's a very 
civil-spoken man, and I see his children 
drag him into his own house one day as 
me and Tozer was passing. I said to 
Tozer at the time, you take my word, 
whatever folks say, a man as lets his chil- 
dren pull him about like that ain't a bad 
one. And so he's ill, poor man ! Is there 
anything as we can do to help, my dear ? 
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They ain't rich, and they've been as kind 
to you as if you'd been one of their own." 

^^ I thought that would be the first thing 
you would ask me," said Phoebe gratefully, 
giving her a kiss, '* dear grandmamma, it 
is like your kind heart ? and I ran off to 
see that you were quite well and comfort- 
able, thinking perhaps if you did not want 
me I might go back to poor Ursula for 
the night" 

To hear her grand-daughter call Miss 
May by her Christian name was in itself 
a pleasure to Mrs. Tozer. She gave 
Phoebe a hug. " So you shall, my dar- 
ling, and as for a bottle of good wine or 
that, anything as is in the house, you 
know you're welcome to it. You go and 
talk to your grandfather ; Pm as comfort- 
able as I can be, and if you'd like to run 
back to that poor child — " 

"Not before you are in bed," said 
Phoebe, " but if you please I'll go and 
talk to grandpapa as you said. There are 
things in which a man may be of use." 
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" To be sure," said Mrs. Tozer, doubt- 
fully; ** your grandfather ain't a man as 
is much good in sickness; but I won't 
say as there ain't some things — " 

" Yes, grandmamma, I'll take your 
advice and run and talk to him ; and by 
the time I come back you will be ready 
for bed/' 

" Do, my dear," said Mrs. Tozer. She 
was very comfortable, and did not care 
to move just then, and, as Phoebe went 
away, looked after her with dreamy satis- 
faction. "Bless her! there ain't her 
match in Carlingford, and the gentlefolks 
sees it," said Mrs. Tozer, to herself. 
But she had no idea how Phoebe's heart 
was beating as she went along the dimly 
lighted passage, which led to a small 
room fitted up by Tozer for himself. She 
heard voices in earnest talk as she ap- 
proached, but this made her only the more 
eager to go in, and see for herself what 
was going on. There could be no doubt, 
she felt sure of it, that the discussion 
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here had some connection with the calamity 
there. What it was she had not the 
slightest idea ; but that somehow the two 
were connected she . felt certain. The 
voices were loud as she approached the 
door. 

"I'll find out who done it, and TU 
punish him — as sure as that's my name, 
though I never put it on that there paper," 
Tozer was saying. Phoebe opened the 
door boldly, and went in. She had never 
seen her grandfather look so unlike him- 
self. The knot of the big white necker- 
chief round his neck was pushed away, 
his eyes were red, giving out strange lights 
of passion. He was standing in front of 
the fireplace gesticulating wildly. Though 
it was now April and the weather very 
mild and genial, there were still fires in 
the Tozer sitting-rooms, and as the win- 
dows were carefully shut, Phoebe felt the 
atmosphere stifling. The other person in 
the room was a serious large man, whom 
she had already seen more than once, one 
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of the chief clerks in the bank where 
Tozer kept his account, who had an old 
acquaintance with the butterman, and who 
was in the habit of coming when the bank 
had anything to say to so sure a customer 
about rates of investment or the value of 
money. He was seated at one side of the 
fire, looking very grave and shaking his 
head as the other spoke. 

" That is very true, and I don't say 
anything against it. But, Mr. Tozer, I 
can't help thinking there's some one else 
in it than Ootsdean." 

" What one else ? what is the good of 
coming here to me with a pack of non- 
sense? He's a poor needy creature as 
hasn't a penny to bless himself with, a 
lot of children, and a wife as drinks. 
Don't talk to me of some one else. That's 
the sort of man as does all the mischief. . 
What, Phoebe ! run away to your grand- 
mother, I don't want you here." 

"I am very sorry to interrupt you, 
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grandpapa. Mayn't I stay ? I have some- 
thing to say to you — *' 

Tozer turned round and looked at her 
eagerly. Partly his own fancy, and partly 
his wife's more enlightened observations, 
had made him aware that it was possible 
that Phasbe might one day have something 
very interesting to reveal. So her words 
roused him even in the midst of his pre- 
occupation. He looked at her for a 
second, then he waved his hand and said, 

" I'm busy, go away, my deai^, go 
away ; I can't talk to you now." 

Phoebe gave the visitor a look which 
perplexed him; but which meant, if he 
could but have read it, an earnest entreaty 
to him to go away. She said to herself, 
impatiently, that he would have understood 
had he been a woman ; but as it was he 
only stared with lack-lustre eyes. What 
was she do ? 

" Grandpapa," she said, decisively, ** it 
is too late for business to-night. However 
urgent it may be, you can't do anything 
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to-night. Why, it is nearly ten o'clock, 
and most people are going to bed. See 
Mr. , I mean this gentleman — to- 
morrow morning the first thing ; for you 
know, however anxious you may be, you 
can't do anything to-night." 

" That is true enough,'* he said, looking 
with staring eyes from her to his visitor, 
" and more*s the pity. What had to be 
done should ha* been done to-dav. It 
should have been done to-day, Sir, on the 
spot, not left over night like this, to give 
the villain time to get away. It's a crime, 
Phoebe, that's what it is — that's the fact. 
It's a crime." 

"Well, grandpapa, I am very sorry; 
but it will not mend matters, will it ? if 
sitting up like this and agitating yourself 
like this, makes you ill. That will not do 
away with the crime. It is bed-time, and 
poor grandmamma is dozing, and wonder- 
ing what has become of you. Grand- 
papa — " 

" Phoebe, go away, it ain't none of 
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your business ; you're only a bit of a girl, 
and how can you understand. If you 
think I'm going to sit down with it like 
an old fool, lose my money, and what is 
worse nor my money, let my very name 
be forged before my eyes — " 

Phoebe gave so perceptible a start that 
Tozer stopped short, and even the banking 
clerk looked at her with aroused curiosity. 

" Forged !" she cried, with a gasp of 
dismay, " is it so bad as that ?" She had 
never been more near betraying herself, 
showing a personal interest more close 
than was natural. When she saw the risk 
she was running, she stopped short and 
summoned all her energies. " I thought 
some one had pilfered something," she 
said, with an attempt at a laugh. ^'I 
beg your pardon, grandpapa; but any- 
how what can you do to-night ? You are 
keeping — this gentleman — and yourself 
out of bed. Please put it off till to- 
morrow." 

"I think so too," said the banker's 

VOL. III. 
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clerk. " ril come to you in the morning 
as I go to the Bank. Perhaps I may have 
been wrong; but I think there's more in 
it than meets the eye. To-morrow we 
can have the man Cotsdean up and question 
him.'^ 

"After he's had time to take himself 
off," said Tozer, vehemently. " You take 
my word he ain't in Carlingford, not now, 
let alone to-morrow." 

" Then that shows," said Phoebe, 
quietly, " that it is of no use making your- 
self ill to-night. Grandpapa, let this 
gentleman go — he wants ^to go; and I 
have something to say to you. You can 
do anything that is necessary to-morrow." 

" I think so indeed," said Mr. Simpson, 
of the Bank, getting up at last, ** the 
young lady is quite right. We can't act 
hastily in a thing like this. Cotsdean's 
a man of good character, Mr. Tozer ; all 
that has to be taken into account — and he 
is not a beggar. If he has done it, we can 
recover something at least ; but if he has 
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been taken advantage of — I think the 
young lady is a good counsellor, and that 
it's much the best to wait till to-morrow." 

Phoebe seized upon her grandfather's 
arm to restrain him, and held him back. 
" Good night," she said, " grandpapa, 
stay with me, I have something to say to 
you. Listen, you don't think me very 
silly, do you, grandpapa dear ?" 

" Silly !" he said, listening to the steps 
of the departing visitor as they receded 
along the passage. " What has a chit like 
you to do with business. I tell you it'll 
kill me. Me a-signing of accommodation 
bills for a bit of a small shopkeeper like 
that Cotsdean! I tell you it'll make an 
end of me, that will, unless I gets my 
money and clears myself afore the world. 
And here you've been and sent away 
Simpson, and who's to manage for me ? 
I ain't a lawyer to know what to do. Get 
away, get away, and leave me to myself. 
I can't be disturbed with women folks 
when I've got real business in hand." 

2 
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"I'll manage for you," said Phoebe, 
" you need not stare at me like that, 
grandpapa — " 

**Go out o* the room this moment. 
Miss!" he cried furious, "you! here's a 
sort of thing for me to put up with. Sam 
Tozer wasn't born yesterday that a bit of 
an impudent girl should take upon her 
to do for him. Manage for me ! go out 
o' my sight ; I'm a fool, am I, and in my 
dotage to have a pack of women meddling 
in my affairs ?" 

Phoebe had never met with such an 
outburst of coarse anger in her life before, 
and it gave her a shock, as such assaults 
naturally do to people brought up softly, 
and used to nothing but kindness. For a 
moment) she wavered, doubtful whether 
she should not proudly abandon him and 
his affairs altogether; but this was to 
abandon her friends too. She mastered 
herself accordingly and the resentment 
which she could not help feeling— and 
stood pale but quiet opposite to the in- 
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furiated old man. His grey eyes seemed 
to give out sparks of fire. His hair 
bristled up on his head like the coat of a 
wild animal enraged. He went up and 
down on the hearth-rug like the same 
animal in a cage, shaking his fist at some 
imaginary culprit. 

" Once I get him, see if I let him go," 
he cried, his voice thick with fast-coming 
words and the foam of fury. " Let the 
bank do as it likes ; I'll have him, I will. 
I'll see justice on the man as has dared to 
make free with my name. It ain't nothing 
to you my name ; but I've kep it honest, 
and out of folks' mouths, and see if I'll 
stand disgrace thrown on it now. A bill 
on me as never had such a thing, not 
when I was struggling to get on ! Dash 
him ! damn him !" cried the old man, 
transported with rage. When he had 
come to this unusual and terrible length, 
Tozer paused dismayed. He had lost his 
temper before in his life ; but very seldom 
had he been betrayed into anything so 
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desperate as this. He stopped aghast, 
and cast a half-frightened look at Phoebe, 
who stood there so quiet, subdued out of 
her usual force, pale, and disapproving — 
his own grandchild, a pastor's daughter ! 
and he had forgotten himself thus before 
her. He blushed hotly, though he was not 
used to blushing, and stopped all at once. 
After such frightful language, language 
so unbecoming a deacon of Salem, so un- 
like a consistent member of the connec- 
tion, what could he say ? 

" Grandpapa," said Phoebe softly, " it is 
not good to be so angry ; you are made to 
say things you are sorry for. Will you 
listen to me now? Though you don't 
think it, and perhaps won't believe it, I 
have found out something quite by 
chance — " 

He went up to her and clutched her by 
the arm. " Then what are you a-stand- 
ing there for, like a figure in stone? 
Can't you out with it, and ease my mind ? 
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Out with it, I tell you ! Do you want to 
drive me out of my senses ?" 

He was so much excited that he shook 
her in the hot paroxysm of returning rage. 
Phoebe was not frightened, but indignation 
made her pale. She stood without flinch- 
ing, and looked at him, till poor old Tozer 
let go his hold, and dropping into a chair, 
covered his face with his hands. She was 
too generous to take advantage of him, 
but went on quietly, as if nothing had 
occuirred. 

" Grandpapa, as I tell you, I have found 
out something by chance that has to do 
with the thing that troubles you ; but I 
don't know quite what it is. Tell me first, 
and then — is this the thing ?" said Phoebe, 
curiously, taking up a slip of paper from 
the table, a stamped piece of paper, in a 
handwriting which seemed horribly familiar 
to her, and yet strange. Tozer nodded at 
her gloomily, holding his head between his 
hands, and Phoebe read over the first few 
words before her with an aching heart. 
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and eyes that seemed to ache in sympathy. 
Only a few words, but what evidencje of 
guilt, what pitiful misery in them! She 
did not even think so much of the name on 
the back, which was and was not her 
grandfather's name. The rest of the bill 
was written in a hand disguised and 
changed ; but she had seen a great deal of 
similar writing lately, and she recognised 
it with a sickening at her heart. In the 
kind of fatherly flirtation which had been 
innocently carried on between Phoebe and 
her friend's father, various productions of 
his in manuscript had been given to her to 
read. She was said, in the pleasant social 
jokes of the party, to be more skilled in 
interpreting Mr. May's handwriting than 
any of his family. She stood and gazed 
at the paper, and her eyes filled with 
tears of pain and pity. The openness 
of this self-betrayal, veiled as it was 
with a shadow of disguise which could 
deceive no one who knew him, went to 
Phoebe's heart. What could he have done 
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it for? Mere money, the foolish expenses 
of every day, or, what would be more 
respectable, some vague mysterious claim 
upon him, which might make desperate 
expedients necessary ? She stood, tempo- 
rarily stupefied, with her eyes full, looking 
at that pitiful, terrible, guilty bit of paper, 
stupefied by the sudden realization of her 
sudden guess at the truth — though, in- 
deed, the truth was so much more guilty 
and appalling than any guess of hers. 

" Well," said Tozer, " you've seen it, 
and now what do you think of it ? That's 
my name, mind you, my name ! I hope 
the Almighty will grant me patience. 
Stuck on to what they calls a kite, an 
accommodation bill. What do you think 
of that. Miss Phoebe ? A-a-ah ! if I had 
hold of him — if I had him under my fists 
— if I had him by the scruff* of the neck 1" 

" Grandpapa, doesn't it say in the Bible 
we are to forgive when harm is done to 
us?" 

Phoebe had begun to tremble all over ; 
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moment as you touches me, I'm another 
man. That's what I can't bear, nor I 
won't. Them as tries their tricks upon 
me shan't be let oflF, neither for wife nor 
child; and don't you think, my girl, though 
you're Phoebe junior, that you are a-going 
for to come over me." 

Phoebe could not but shiver in her 
fright and agitation; but distressed and 
excited as she was, she found means to 
take a step which was important indeed, 
though at the moment she did not fully 
realize its importance, and did it by in- 
stinct only. She had a handkerchief in 
her hand, and almost without conscious- 
ness of what she was doing, she crushed 
up the miserable bit of paper, which was 
the cause of so much evil and misery in 
its folds. He was far too impassioned and 
excited to observe such a simple proceed- 
ing. It was the suggestion of a moment, 
carried out in another moment like a flash 
of lightning. And as soon as she had 
done this, and perceived what she had 
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done, fortitude and comfort came back to 
Phoebe's soul. 

" You will not hear what I have found 
out, and now I do not choose to tell you, 
grandpapa," she said, with an air of of- 
fence. "Unless you wish to be ill, you 
will do much better to go to bed. It is 
your usual hour, and I am going to grand- 
mamma. Say good night, please. I am 
going out again to stay all night. Mr. 
May is ill, and I ought to help poor 
Ursula." 

" You go a deal after them Mays," said 
Tozer, with a cloud over his face. 

" Yes. I wonder whom else I should 
go after ? Who has been kind to me in 
Carlingford except the Mays ? Nobody. 
Who has asked me to go to their house, 
and share everything that is pleasant in 
it ? None of your Salem people, grand- 
papa. I hope I am not ungrateful, and 
whatever happens, or whatever trouble 
they are in," cried Phoebe, fervently, "I 
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shall stand up for them through thick and 
thin, wherever I go." 

The old man looked at her with a startled 
look. 

"You speak up bold," he said; "you 
won't get put upon for want of spirit ; and 
I don't know as what you're saying ain't 
the right thing — though I don't hold 
with the Church nor parsons' ways. I'd 
do a deal myself, though you think me so 
hard and cross, for folks as has been kind 
to you." 

" I know you will, grandpapa," said 
Phoebe, with a slight emphasis which 
startled him, though he did not know 
why ; and she kissed him before she went 
to her grandmother, which she did with a 
perfectly composed and tranquil mind. 
It was astonishing how the crackle of that 
bit of paper in her handkerchief calmed 
and soothed her. She recovered her breath, 
her colour, and her spirits. She ran up 
to her room and changed her dress, which 
was silk, for a soft merino one, which 
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made no rustling ; and then she folded the 
bill carefully, and put it into the safe 
keeping of the little purse which she 
always carried in her pocket. No one 
would think of searching for it there, and 
she would always have it at hand whatever 
happened. When she had made these 
needful arrangements, she went to old 
Mrs. Tozer, and took her comfortably up- 
stairs. Never was there a more devoted 
nurse. The old lady chatted cheerfully, 
yet sympathetically, of the poor gentleman 
and his illness, with the half satisfaction 
of an invalid in hearing of some one else 
who is ill. 

*' And be sure you take him some of the 
port wine as the doctor ordered, and Tozer 
paid that dear for. I don't care for it, 
not a bit, Phoebe. I'd sooner have it from 
the grocer's, at two shillings a bottle. 
That's what I've always been used to, 
when I did take a glass of wine now and 
again. But I daresay as Mr. May would 
like it, poor gentleman." 



208 PHGBBE, JUNIOR. 

When Mrs. Tozer had laid her head, all 
nodding with white muslin frills, edged 
with cotton lace, upon her pillow, Phoebe, 
noiseless in her soft merino gown, went 
back, accompanied by Martha, to the 
Parsonage, where Ursula's careworn face 
lighted a little at sight of her. Ursula 
had left her father for the moment in 
Betsy's care, to get something that was 
wanted, and she stole into the dining- 
room on hearing of her friend's arrival, 
and talked a little in a whisper, though 
the sick man was on the upper floor, and 
could not possibly have heard anything. 
Northcote was still there, sitting with 
Reginald, too anxious and excited to go 
away ; and they all conversed in whispers, 
the three of them talking together for the 
benefit of the new-comer. 

" Not paralysis ; at least, he does not 
think so; a great mental shock — but we 
can't tell a bit what it was — coming when 
he was dreadfully tired and not able to 
bear it." 
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They all spoke together, each of them 
saying a few words, and kept close to- 
gether in the centre of the room, a curious 
little half-frightened group, overawed and 
subdued by the sudden change and strange 
calamity dropt into their midst. Phoebe 
seemed to bring them new life and hope. 

"If it is going to be an illness," she 
said, " you gentlemen had better go home 
and go to bed, to be able to help us when 
we want help. Anyhow, what good can 
they do, Ursula ? They had much better 
go to bed." 

Ursula looked at them with a certain 
regret; though they could not do much 
good, it was a relief to come and whisper 
a few words to them now and then, giving 
them news of the patient. But Phoebe 
was right, and there was nothing to be 
said against her decision. The two young 
women and the faithful Betsy were enough, 
and, indeed, more than enough to watch 
over Mr. May. 

VOL. III. p 
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CHAPTER XI. 

A MORNING'S WORK. 

** /^ and Ke down for an hour/' whis- 
^ pered Phoebe. " I am not sleepy 
at all. I have sat up before, and never 
felt it. You never did, I can see it in your 
poor little white face ; and besides I am 
steadier, because I am not so anxious. 
Now go, Ursula, if you are really fond 
of me, as you say — " 

" Oh, Phoebe ! if you think he is a 
little better. Oh, how horrible it is to 
be sleepy, as if you were all body, and 
had no heart at all !" 

" You have plenty of heart, but you have 
never been used to this nursing. Leave 



A morning's work. 211 

your door open, so that I may call you in 
a moment. I have sat up often. Now go, 
to please me," said Phoebe. She had 
another object than mere rest to her friend, 
who at last, very much ashamed and cry- 
ing softly, yet so weary that nothing on 
this earth seemed so desirable to her as 
sleep, crept to her room, and lay down 
there as the pale morning began to dawn. 
Betsy slept heavily in an easy-chair out- 
side the door of the sick-room. She was 
there at hand in case anything was 
wanted, but she was happily unconscious 
where she was, sleeping the sleep of hard 
work and a mind undisturbed. Phoebe 
had seen that the patient was stirring out 
of the dull doze in which his faculties had 
been entirely stilled and stupefied. He 
was rousing to uneasiness, if not to full 
consciousness. Two or three times he 
made a convulsive movement, as if to 
raise himself; once his eyes, which were 
half open, seemed to turn upon her with 
a vague glimmer of meaning. How 

p 2 
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strangely she felt towards him, as she 
sat there in the grey of the morning, sole 
guardian, sole confidant of this erring 
and miserable man ! The thought ran 
through her with a strange thrill. He 
was nothing to her, and yet he was abso- 
lutely in her power, and in all heaven and 
earth there seemed no one who was 
capable of protecting him, or cared to 
do so, except herself only. She sat look- 
ing at him with a great pity in her mind, 
determined to be his true protector,, to 
deliver him from what he himself had done. 
She had not realized at first what it was 
he had done, and indeed it was only now 
that its full enormity, or rather its full 
consequences (which were the things that 
aflfected her most urgently), made them- 
selves apparent to her. Generalizations 
are unsafe things, and whether it was 
because she was a woman that Phoebe, 
passing over the crime, fixed her 
thoughts upon the punishment, I do not 
venture to say ; but she did so. After all 
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a few lioes of writing on a bit of paper is 
not a crime which affects the imagination 
of the inexperienced. Had it been a 
malicious slander PhoBbe would have 
realized the sin of it much more clearly ; 
but the copy of her grandfather's signature 
did not wound her moral sense in the same 
way, though it was a much more serious 
offence. That Mr. May could have in- 
tended to rob him of the money appeared 
impossible to her ; and no doubt the bor- 
rowing of the signature was wrong — ^very 
wrong. Yes, of course it was Jborribly, 
fatally wrong; but still it did not set her 
imagination aglow with indignant horror, 
as smaller affairs might have done. But 
the consequences — disgrace, ruin, the loss 
of his position, the shame of his profession, 
moral death indeed, almost as frightful 
as if he had been hanged for murder. 
She shivered as she sat by him, veiled by 
the curtain, and thought of her grand- 
father's vindictive fierceness; only she 
stood between him and destruction, and 
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Phoebe felt that it was by no legitimate 
means that she was doing so, not by her 
influence over her grandfather as she had 
hoped, but only by an unjustifiable ex- 
pedient which in itself was a kind of crime. 
This, however, brought a slight smile on 
her face. She took out her little purse 
from her pocket, and looked at the bit 
of paper carefully folded in it. The faint 
perfume of the Eussia leather had already 
communicated itself to the document, 
which had not been so pleasant in Tozer's 
hands. As she looked at it lying peacefully 
on her lap, her attention was suddenly called 
by the patient, who sat upright and looked 
furtively about him, with his hand upon 
the coverings ready to throw them off*. 
His ghastly white face peered at her from 
behind the curtain with wild eagerness — 
then relaxed, when he met her eye, into a 
kind of idiot smile, a pitiful attempt to 
divert suspicion, and he fell back again 
with a groan. The trance that had 
stupefied him was over ; he had recovered 
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some kind of consciousness, how much or 
how little she could not tell. His mind 
now seemed to be set upon hiding himself, 
drawing his coverings over him, and con- 
cealing himself with the curtain, at which 
he grasped with an excess of force which 
neutralized itself. 

" Mr. May," said Phoebe, softly. " Mr. 
May ! do you know me ?" 

She could not tell what answer he made, 
or if he made any answer. He crouched 
down under the bed-clothes, pulling them 
over his face, trying to hide himself from 
her; from which she divined that he did 
recognise her, confused though his facul- 
ties were. Then a hoarse murmuring 
sound seemed to come out of the pillow. 
It was some time before she could make 
out what it was. 

'' Where am I ?" he said. 

With the lightning speed of sympathy 
and pity, Phoebe divined what his terror 
was. She said, almost whispering, 

" At home, in your own bed — at home ! 
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and safe. Oh, don't you know me — T am 
Phoebe.'* Then after a pause, "Tozer's 
grand-daughter; do you know me now?" 

The strange scared white-faced spectre 
shrank under his covering, till she could 
see no more of him except two wild eyes 
full of terror which was almost madness. 

" Listen !" she said, eagerly, " try to 
understand. Oh, Mr. May, try to under- 
stand ! I know about it — I know every- 
thing, and you are safe — quite safe ; you 
need not have any fear I" 

He did not follow what she said, Phoebe 
perceived with pain and terror. Even the 
impression made by the first sight of her 
seemed to fade from his mind. His grasp 
relaxed upon the curtains and coverlet; 
and then the hoarse murmuring was re- 
sumed. Straining all her ears^ she made 
out that he was not speaking to her or 
anyone, but moaned to himself, saying the 
same words over and over again. It took 
her a long time to make out even what 
these words were. When at last she did 
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make them out, they filled the girl with 
an alarm beyond words. 

" It used to be hanging," he said. 
"Hard labour; can I bear hard labour? 
And the children — the children I Hard 
labour — for life. Hanging — was soon 
over. The children! I cannot bear it. 
I never was put to — hard labour — in all 
my life." 

Phoebe was too sick at heart to listen to 
more. She drew a little apart, but near 
enough to be seen by him. If he chose to 
spring up, to fling himself from the win- 
dow, as she had heard of men doing in 
delirium, who could restrain him? Not 
she, a slight girl, nor Betsy, even if Betsy 
could be roused to the danger. She did 
not know how long the vigil lasted which 
followed, but it seemed like years to her ; 
and when at last she was relieved by the 
joyful sound of Reginald's voice and foot- 
step coming up the stairs, she felt disposed 
to run to the glass at once, and look if her 
hair had grown white, or her counten- 
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ance permanently changed with the terror. 
Reginald, for his part, thought of his 
father in the second place only, as children 
are apt to do ; he came up to her first, 
and with a thrill in his voice of surprise 
and emotion, addressed her hastily by her 
name. 

" Phoebe ! is it you who are watching — 
you, darling ?" 

" Hush ! I sent Ursula to bed ; she 
was so tired. Don't leave him. I am 
frightened," cried Phoebe. " He is wander- 
ing in his mind. Oh, don't leave him, Mr. 
May!" 

** I will do exactly as you tell me," said 
Reginald, in a confused transport of feel- 
ing, the very anxiety in his mind helping 
to destroy his self-control. He stooped 
down and kissed her hands before she 
could divine what he was about to do. 
" Only you or an angel would have done 
it," he cried, with a tremulous voice. 

Was it not natural that he should think 
that some thought of him had made Phoebe 
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so careful of his father? His heart was 
swelliEg, too full to hold, with a sudden joy, 
which expanded the pain, and made that 
greater too. 

" Oh, what does it matter about me ? 
Mr. May, think what I am saying. Don't 
leave him for a moment. He might throw 
himself out of the window, he might do 
some harm to himself. Ah I again I" said 
Phoebe, trembling. 

But this time it was only a convulsive 
start, nothing more. The patient dropped 
down again softly upon his pillows, and 
relapsed into his doze, if doze it could be 
called, in which his faculties were but half 
dormant, and his open eyes contradicted 
all the appearances of natural sleep. 

When she was relieved from the sick 
room — and now she had a double motive in 
getting away — Phoebe stole softly into the 
faded little place where Ursula lay, still 
fast asleep, though fully dressed, and 
bathed her face and strained eyes. " I 
wonder if my hair is grey underneath," 
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she said to herself. "I wonder nothing 
has happened to me." But a great deal 
had happened to her. Such a night is 
rarely encountered by so young a creature, 
or such an alarming charge undertaken. 
And sudden hot kisses upon little, cold, 
agitated hands, worn by fatigue to nervous 
perception of every touch, are very excit- 
ing and strange to a girl. They had given 
her a kind of electric shock. She was not 
in love with Reginald, and therefore she 
felt it all the more, and her heart was still 
throbbing with the suddenness and excite- 
ment of the incident. And after she had 
made an effort to get over this, there 
remained upon her mind the disturbing 
burden of a knowledge which no one 
shared, and a responsibility which was 
very heavy and terrible, and too tremen- 
dous for her slight shoulders. After she 
had made that hasty toilette, she sat down 
for a moment at the foot of the bed on 
which Ursula lay sleeping, unconscious of 
all those mysteries, and tried to think. It 
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is not an easy process at any time, but 
after a lonpf night's watching, . terror, and 
agitation, it seemed more impossible to 
Phoebe than it had ever done before. And 
she had so much occasion for thought, so 
much need of the power of judging clearly. 
What was she to do ? — not to-morrow, or 
next week, but now. She had taken the 
responsibility of the whole upon herself by 
the sudden step she had taken last night ; 
but, bold as she had been, Phgebe was 
ignorant. She did not know whether her 
theft of the bill would really stop the 
whole proceedings, as had seemed so cer- 
tain last night ; and what if she was found 
out, and compelled to return it, and all 
her labour lost! A panic took posses- 
sion of her as she sat there at the foot of 
Ursula's bed, and tried to think. But 
what is the use of trying to think ? The 
more you have need of them, the more all 
mental processes fail you. Phoebe could 
no more think than she could fly. She 
sat down very seriously, and she rose up 
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in despair, and, thought being no longer 
among her possibilities, resolved to do 
something at once, without fuHher delay, 
which would be a consolation to herself at 
least. How wonderful it was to go out 
in the fresh early morning, and see the 
people moving about their work, going 
up and down with indiflTerent faces, 
quite unconcerned about the day and all 
it might bring forth ! She went up Grange 
Lane with a curious uncertainty as to 
what she should do next, feeling her own 
extraordinary independence more than any- 
thing else. Phoebe felt like a man who 
has been out all night, who has his own 
future all in his hands, nobody having any 
right to explanation or information about 
what he may choose to do, or to expect 
from him anything beyond what he himself 
may please to give. Very few people are in 
this absolutely free position, but this was 
how Phoebe represented it to herself, 
having, like all other girls, unbounded be- 
lief in thd independence and freedom pos- 
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sessed by men. Many times in her life 
she had regarded with envy this inde- 
pendence, which, with a sigh, she had 
felt to be impossible. But now that 
she had it, Phoebe did not like it. What 
she would have given to have gone to 
some one, almost anyone, and told her 
dilemma, and put the burden a little off 
her shoulders ! But she durst not say a 
word to anyone. Very anxious and pre- 
occupied, she went up Grange Lane. 
Home? She did not know; perhaps she 
would have thought of something before 
she reached the gate of No. 6. And ac- 
cordingly, when she had lifted her hand 
to ring the bell, and made a step aside to 
enter, an inspiration came to Phoebe. She 
turned away from the door and went 
on up into the town, cautiously draw- 
ing her veil over her face, for already the 
apprentices were taking down the shutters 
from her uncle's shop, and she might be 
seen. Cotsdean's shop was late of opening 
that morning, and its master was very 
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restless and unhappy. He had heard no- 
thing more about the bill, but a conviction 
of something wrong had crept into his 
mind. It was an altogether different sen- 
sation from the anxiety he had hitherto 
felt. This was no anxiety to speak of, but 
a dull pain and aching conviction that all 
was not right. When he saw the young 
lady entering the shop, Cotsdean's spirits 
rose a little, for a new customer was plea- 
sant, and though he thought he had seen 
her, he did not know who she was. She 
was pleasant to look upon, and it was not 
often that anyone came so early. He 
came forward with anxious politeness ; the 
boy (who was always late, and a useless 
creature, more expense than he was worth) 
had not appeared, and therefore Ootsdean 
was alone. 

"I wanted to speak to you, please," 
said Phoebe. ** Will you mind if I speak 
very plainly, without any ceremony ? Mr. 
Cotsdean, I am Mr. Tozer's grand-daughter, 
and live with him at No. 6 in the Lane. I 
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daresay you have often seen me with Miss 
May." 

" Yes — yes, Miss, certainly," he said, 
with a thrill of alarm and excitement run- 
ning through him. He felt his knees knock 
together under cover of the counter, and 
yet he did not know what he feared. 

"Will you please tell me frankly, in 

confidence, about the bill which was 

brought to my grandfather yesterday?" 
said Phoebe, bringing out the question 
with a rush. 

Whether she was doing wrong, whether 
she might bring insult upon herself, whether 
it was an interference unwarrantable and 
unjustifiable, she could not tell. She was 
in as great a fright as Cotsdean, and more 
anxious still than he was ; but fortunately 
her agitation did not show. 

"What am I to tell you about it. Miss?" 
said the man, terrified. " Is it Mr. Tozer 
as has sent you ? Lord help me I I know as 
he can sell me up if he has a mind ; but he 
knows it ain't me." 
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"Don't speak so loud," said Phoebe, 
trembling too. "Nobody must hear ; and re- 
member, you are never, never to talk of 
this to anyone else ; but tell me plainly, 
that there may be no mistake. Is it — Mr. 
May?" 

" Miss Tozer," said Ootsdean, who was 
shaking from head to foot, " if that's your 
name — I don't want to say a word against 
my clergyman. He's stood by me many a 
day as I wanted him, and wanted him 
bad ; but as I'm a living man, that money 
was never for me ; and now he's a-gone 
and left me in the lurch, and if your 
grandfather likes he can sell me up, and 
that's the truth. I've got seven children," 
said the poor man, with a sob breaking his 
voice, "and a missus; and nothing as isn't 
in the business, not a penny, except a 
pound or two in a savings' bank, as would 
never count. And I don't deny as he 
could sell me up ; but oh ! Miss, he knows 
very well it ain't for me." 

" Mr. Ootsdean," said Phoebe, impress- 
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ively, "you don't know, I suppose, that 
Mr. May had a fit when he received your 
note last night ?" 

" Lord help us ! Oh ! God forgive me, 
I've done him wrong, poor gentleman, if 
that's true." 

" It is quite true ; he is very, very ill ; 
he can't give you any advice, or assist you 
in any way, should grandpapa be unkind. 
He could not even understand if you told 
him what has happened." 

Once more Ootsdean's knees knocked 
against each other in the shadow of the 
counter. His very lips trembled as he 
stood regarding his strange visitor with 
scared and wondering eyes. 

"Now listen, please," said Phoebe, 
earnestly ; " if anyone comes to you about 
the bill to-day, don't say anything about 
him. Say you got it — in the way of 
business — say anything you please, but 
don't mention him. If you will promise 
me this, I will see that you don't come to 
any harm. Yes, I will ; you may say I am 

Q 2 
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not the sort of person to know about 
business, and it is quite true. But who- 
ever comes to you remember this — if you 
don't mention Mr. May, I will see you 
safely through it ; do you understand ?" 

Phoebe leant across the counter in her 
earnestness. She was not the kind of 
person to talk about bills, or to be a 
satisfactory security for a man in business ; 
but Cotsdean was a poor man, and he was 
ready to catch at a straw in the turbid 
Qcean of debt and poverty which seemed 
closing round him. He gave the required 
promise with his heart in his mouth. 

Then Phoebe returned down the street. 
Her fatigue began to tell upon her, but 
she knew that she dared not give in, or 
allow that she was fatigued. However 
heavy with sleep her eyes might be, she 
must keep awake and watchful. Nothing, 
if she could help it, must so much as turn 
the attention of the world in Mr. Mav's 
direction. By this time she was much 
too deeply interested to ask herself why 
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she should do so much for Mr. May. He 
was her charge, her burden, as helpless 
in her hands as a child, and nobody but 
herself knew anything about it. It was 
characteristic of Phoebe's nature that she 
had no doubt as to being perfectly right 
in the matter, no qualm lest she should 
be making a mistake. She felt the weight 
upon her of the great thing she had under- 
taken to do, with a certain half-pleasing 
sense of the solemnity of the position and 
of its difl&culties ; but she was not afraid 
that she was going wrong or suffering her 
fancy to stray further than the facts justi- 
fied ; neither was she troubled by any idea 
of going beyond her sphere by interfering 
thus energetically in her friend's affairs. 
Phoebe did not easily take any such idea 
into her head. It seemed natural to her 
to do whatever might be wanted, and to 
act upon her own responsibility. Her 
self-confidence reached the heroic point. 
She knew that she was right, and she 
knew moreover that in this whole matter 



230 PHCEBB, JUNIOR. 

she alone was right. Therefore the neces- 
sity of keeping up, of keeping alert and 
vigilant, of holding in her hand the threads 
of all these varied complications was not 
disagreeable to her, though she fully felt 
its importance — nay, almost exaggerated 
it in her own mind if that could be. She 
felt the dangerous character of the circum- 
stances around her, and her heart was sore 
with pity for the culprit, or as she called 
him to herself the chief suflferer ; and yet 
all the same Phoebe felt a certain sense of 
satisfaction in the great role she herself 
was playing. She felt equal to it, though 
she scarcely knew what was the next step 
she ought to take. She was walking 
slowly, full of thought, to Tozer's door, 
pondering upon this, when the sound of 
rapid wheels behind roused her attention, 
and looking up, surprised, she suddenly 
saw leaping out of a dog-cart the imposing 
figure of Clarence Copperhead, of whom 
she had not been thinking at all. He 
came down with a heavy leap, leaving the 
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light carriage swinging and quivering be- 
hind him with the shock of his withdrawal. 

"Miss Phoebe r* he said, breathless; 
" here's luck ! I came over to see you, and 
you are the first person I set eyes on — " 

He was rather heavy to make such a 
jump, and it took away his breath. 

" To see me ?" she said, laughing, 
though her heart began to stir. " That is 
very odd. I thought you must have come 
to see poor Mr. May, who is so ill. You 
know — " 

"May be hanged!" said the young 
man; "I mean — never mind — I don't 
mean him any harm, though, by Jove, if 
you make such a pet of him, I don't know 
what I shall think. Miss Phoebe, I've 
come over post-haste, as you may see, 
chiefly to see you ; and to try a horse as 
well," he added, " which the governor 
has just bought. He's a very good 'un to 
go; and pleased the governor would be 
if he knew the use I had put him to," he 
concluded, with a half laugh. 
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Phoebe knew as well as he did what 
that use was. He had brought his father's 
horse out for the first time, to carry him 
here to propose to her, in spite of his father. 
This was the delicate meaning which it 
amused him to think of. She understood 
it all, and it brought a glow of colour to 
her face; but it did not steel her heart 
against him. She knew her Clarence, and 
that his standard of fine feeling and mental 
elevation was not high. 

" Look here," he said, " I wish I could 
speak to you. Miss Phoebe, somewhere 
better than in the street. Yes, in the 
garden— that will do. It ain't much of a 
place either to make a proposal in, for 
that's what I've come to do ; but you 
don't want me to go down on my knees, 
or make a fuss, eh P I got up in the 
middle of the night to be here first thing 
and see you. I never had a great deal to 
say for myself," said Clarence, "you 
won't expect me to make you fine speeches; 
but I am fond of you — awfully fond of 
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you, Phoebe, that's the truth. You suit 
me down to the ground, music and every- 
thing. There's no girl I ever met that 
has taken such a hold upon me as you." 

Phoebfe heard him very quietly, but her 
heart beat loud. She stood on the gravel 
between the flower-borders, where the 
primroses were beginning to wither, and 
glanced over her life of the past -and that 
of the future, which were divided by this 
moment like the two beds of flowers ; one 
homely, not very distinguished, simple 
enough — the other exalted by weal th to so me- 
thing quite above mediocrity. Her heart 
swelled, fiill as it was with so many emo- 
tions of a totally different kind. She had 
gained a great prize, though it might not 
be very much to look at; more or less, she 
was conscious this golden apple had been 
hanging before her for years, and now it had 
dropped into her hand. A gentle glow of 
contentment diffused itself all over her, 
not transport, indeed, but satisfaction, 
which was better. 
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" Mr. Copperhead — " she said, softly. 

**No, hang it all, call me Clarence, 
Phoebe, if you're going to have me !" he 
cried, putting out his big hands. 

"Grandmamma is looking at us from 
the window," she said, hurriedly, with- 
drawing a little from him. 

" Well, and what does that matter ? The 
old lady won't say a word, depend upon 
it, when she knows. Look here, Phoebe, 
I'll have an answer. Yes or no ?" 

" Have you got your father's consent — 
Clarence ?" 

" Ah, it is yes then 1 I thought it would 
be yes ;" he cried, seizing her in his arms. 
"As for the governor," added Clarence, 
after an interval, snapping his fingers. 
" I don't care that for the governor. 
When I've set my mind on a thing, it 
ain't the governor, or twenty governors, 
that will stop me." 
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CHAPTER XII. 

A GREAT MENTAL SHOOK. 

" TTAVB you any notion what was the 

-tl cause?" 

" None," said Reginald. " Oh, no, none 
at all," said Ursula. They were all three 
standing at the door of the sick-room, in 
which already a great transformation had 
taken place. The doctor had sent a nurse 
to attend upon the patient. He had told 
them that their father was attacked by 
some mysterious affection of the brain, 
and that none of them were equal to the 
the responsibility of nursing him. His 
children thus banished had set the door 
ajar, and were congregated round it watch- 
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ing what went on within. They did not 
know what to do. It was Northcote who 
was asking these questions ; it was he who 
was most active among them. The others 
stood half-stunned, wholly ignorant, not 
knowing what to do. 

" I don't think papa is ill at all," said 
Janey. " Look how he glares about him, 
just as IVe seen him do when he was 
writing a sermon, ready to pounce upon 
anyone that made a noise. He is watch- 
ing that woman. Why should he lie in 
bed like that, and be taken care of when 
he is just as well as I am ? You have made 
a mistake all the rest of you. I would go 
and speak to him, and tell him to get up 
and not make all this fuss, if it was me." 

"Oh, Janey! hold your tongue," said 
Ursula; but she, too, looked half scared 
at the bed, and then turned wistful inquir- 
ing eyes to Northcote. As for Reginald, 
he stood uncertain, bewildered, all the 
colour gone out of his face, and all the 
energy out of his heart. He knew nothing 
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of his father's affairs, or of anything that 
might disturb his mind. His mind ; all 
that his son knew of this was, that what- 
soever things disturbed other minds his 
father had always contemptuously scouted 
all such nonsense. " Take some medicine," 
Mr. May had been in the habit of saying. 
" Mind ! you mean digestion," was it 
nothing more than some complicated in- 
digestion that affected him now ? 

" Is it anything about — money ?" said 
Northcote. 

They all turned and looked at him. 
The idea entered their minds for the first 
time. Yes, very likely it was money. 

" We have always been poor," said 
Ursula, wistfully. Northcote took her hand 
into his ; none of them except Ursula her- 
self paid any attention to this involuntary, 
almost unconscious caress, and even to 
her it seemed a thing of course, and quite 
natural that he should be one of them, 
taking his share in all that was going on. 

" I — am not poor," he said, faltering. 
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** Toa most not think me presamptuous. 
May. But the first thing to be done is to 
get him out of his difficulties, if he is in 
difficulties — and you must let me help to 
do it. I think you and I should go out 
and see about it at once." 

"Go — where?* Reginald, like most 
young people, had taken little notice of 
his father's proceedings. So long as 
things went smoothly, what had he to do 
with it ? When there was a pressure for 
money, he knew he would hear of it, at 
least in the shape of reproaches and sneers 
from his father at bis useless life, and the 
expenses of the family. But even these 
reproaches had died away of late, since 
Reginald had possessed an income of his 
own, and since the revenues of the Par- 
sonage had been increased by Clarence 
Copperhead. Reginald was more helpless 
than a stranger. He did not know where 
to turn. " Do you think we could ask 
him. I am almost of Janey's opinion. 
I don't think he is so ill as he seems." 
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And then they all paused and looked 
again into the room. The nurse was 
moving softly about, putting everything 
in order, and Mr. May watched her from 
the bed with the keenest attention. His 
face was still livid and ghastly in colour ; 
but his eyes had never been so ftill of 
eager fire in all the experience of his child- 
ren. He watched the woman with a 
close attention which was appalling ; some- 
times he would put his covering half aside 
as if with the intention of making a spring. 
He was like some imprisoned animal see- 
ing a possibility of escape. They looked 
at him, and then at each other, with a 
miserable helplessness. What could they 
do ? He was their father, but they knew 
nothing about him, and just because he 
was their father they were more slow to 
understand, more dull in divining his 
secrets than if he had been a stranger. 
When there came at last a suggestion out 
of the silence, it was Northcote who 
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" I don't see how you can leave him. 
May. It is plain he wants watching. I 
will go if you will let me — if Ursula will 
say I may," said the young man with a 
little break in his voice. This roused 
them all to another question, quite diffe- 
rent from the first one. Her brother and 
sister looked at Ursula, one with a keen 
pang of involuntary envy, the other with 
a sharp thrill of pleasurable excitement. 
Oddly enough they could all of them pass 
by their father and leave him out of the 
question, more easily, with less strain of 
mind, than strangers could. Ursula for 
her part did not say anything; but she 
looked at her lover with eyes in which 
two big tears were standing. She could 
scarcely see him through those oceans of 
moisture, bitter and salt, yet softened by 
the sense of trust in him, and rest upon 
him. When he stooped and kissed her on 
the forehead before them all, the girl did 
not blush. It was a solemn betrothal, 
sealed by pain, not by kisses. 
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"Yes, go," she said to him in words 
which were half sobs, and which he un- 
derstood, but no one else. 

" You perceive," he said, " it is not a 
stranger interfering in your aftairs, May, 
but Ursula doing her natural work for her 
father through me— her representative. 
Grod bless her ! I am Ursula now," he 
said with a broken laugh of joy ; then 
grew suddenly grave again. " You trust 
me, May ?" 

Poor Reginald's heart swelled; this 
little scene so calmly transacted under his 
eyes, would it ever happen for him, or 
anything like it? No, his reason told him — 
and yet; still he was thinking but little 
of his father. He had his duty too, and 
this happened to be his duty; but no 
warmer impulse was in the poor youug 
fellow's heart. 

And thus the day went on. It was 
afternoon already, and soon the sky began 
to darken. When his children went into 
the room, Mr. May took no notice of 
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them — not that he did not know them; 
but because his whole faculties were fixed 
upon that woman who was his nurse, and 
who had all her wits about her, and 
meant to keep him there, and to carry 
out the doctor's instructions should heaven 
and earth melt away around her. She 
too perceived well enough how he was 
watching her, and being familiar with all 
the ways, as she thought, of the " men- 
tally afflicted," concluded in her mind 
that her new patient was further gone 
than the doctor thought. 

" I hope as you'll stay within call, Sir," 
she said significantly to Reginald; ** when 
they're like that, as soon as they breaks 
out they're as strong as giants; but I 
hope he won't break out, not to-day." 

Reginald withdrew, shivering, from the 
idea thus presented to him. He stole 
down to his father's study, notwithstand- 
ing the warning she had given him, and 
there with a sick heart set to work to 
endeavour to understand his father — nay, 
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more than that, to try to find him out. 
The young man felt a thrill of nervous 
trembling come over him when he sat 
down in his father's chair and timidly 
opened some of the drawers, ^r. May 
was in many respects as young a man as 
his son, and Reginald and he had never 
been on those confidential terms which 
bring some fathers and sons so very close 
together. He felt that he had no busi- 
ness there spying upon his father's 
privacy. He could not look at the papers 
which lay before him. It seemed a wrong 
of the first magnitude, wrought treache- 
rously, because of the helplessness of the 
creature most concerned. He could not 
do it. He thrust the papers back again 
into the drawer. In point of fact there 
were no secrets in the papers, nor much 
to be found out in Mr. May's private life. 
All its dark side might be inferred from, 
without being revealed in, the little book 
which lay innocently on the desk, and which 
Reginald looked over, thinking no harm. In 
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it there were two or three entries which at 
length roused his cariosity. Cotsdean, 
October 10th. Cotsdeao, January 12th. 
0. & T. April 18th. What did this mean ? 
Reginald remembered to have seen Cots- 
dean paying furtive visits in the study. 
He recollected him as one of the few poor 
people for whom his father had a liking. 
But what could there be between them ? 
He was puzzled, and as Betsy was pass- 
ing the open door at the time, called her 
in. The evening was falling quickly, the 
day had changed from a beautiful bright 
morning to a rainy gusty afternoon, tear- 
ing the leaves and blossoms from the 
trees, and whirling now and then a shower 
of snowy petals, beautiful but ill-omened 
snow, across the dark trindow. Beyond 
that the firmament was dull; the clouds 
hung low, and the day was gone be- 
fore it ought. When Betsy came in she 
closed the door, not fastening it, but 
still, Reginald felt, shutting him out too 
much from the sick-bed, to which he 
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might be called at any moment. But he 
was not alarmed by this, though he re- 
marked it. He questioned Betsy closely 
as to his father's possible connection with 
this man. In such a moment, confidential, 
half-whispered interviews are the rule of 
a house. Everyone has so much to ask ; 
so much to say in reply ; so many par- 
ticulars to comment upon which the rest 
may have forgotten. She would have 
liked to enter upon the whole story, to 
tell how the master was took, and how 
she herself had thought him looking bad 
when he came in ; but even to talk about 
Cotsdean was pleasant. 

" I told Miss Beecham," said Betsy, 
"and I told the other gentleman, Mr. 
Northcote, as was asking me all about it. 
It's months and months since that Cots- 
dean got coming here — ^years I may say ; 
and whenever he came master looked bad. 
If you'll believe me, Mr. Reginald, it's 
money as is at the bottom of it all." 

" Money ? hush, what was that ? I 
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thought I heard something upstairs." 

** Only the nurse. Sir, as is having her 
tea. Fm ready to take my oath as it's 
money. I've been in service since I was 
nine year old," said Betsy, " I've had a 
deal of experience of gentlefolks, and it's 
always money as is the thing as sets them 
off their head. That's what it is. If that 
Cotsdean didn't come here something 
about money, never you believe me no 
more." 

" Cotsdean ! a poor shopkeeper, what 
could he have to do with my father's 
affairs?" Eeginald was not speaking to 
the woman, but drearily to himself. If 
this was the only clue to the mystery, 
what a poor clue it was ! 

" I dunno. Sir," said Betsy, *• it ain't 
for me to tell ; but one thing I'm sure of 
— Lord bless us, what's that ?" 

Reginald rushed to the door, nearly 
knocking her down as he pushed her aside 
with his hand. When they got outside, it 
was only the hat-stand in the hall that 



A GREAT MBHTAL SHOOK. * 247 

had fallen, something having been torn 
off from it apparently in mad haste, and 
the door had opened and shut, Eeginald 
rushed upstairs, where the nurse was sit- 
ting quietly at her tea, the bed curtains 
being drawn. 

"All right. Sir, he's in a nice sleep," 
said that functionary, " I didn't light no 
candles, not to disturb him, poor gentle- 
man. 

Eeginald tore the curtains aside, then 
turned and dashed downstairs, and out 
into the windy twilight. In that moment 
of stillness and darkness the patient had 
escaped. He could see a strange figure 
walking rapidly, already half way up 
Grange Lane, and rushed on in pursuit 
without taking thought of anything. The 
sick man had seized upon a long coat 
which had been hanging in the hall, and 
which reached to his heels. Eeginald 
flew on, going as softly as he could, not 
to alarm him. Where could he be going, 
utterly unclothed except in this big coat ? 
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Was it simply madness that had seized 
him, nothing more or less ? He followed, 
with his heart beating loudly. There 
seemed nobody about, no one to whom 
he could make an appeal to help him, even 
if he could overtake the rapidly progress- 
ing fugitive. But even while this thought 
crossed his mind, Eeginald saw another 
figure, broad and tall, developing in the 
distance, coming towards them, which 
stopped short, and put out an arm to 
stop the flight. Even that moment gave 
him the advantage, and brought him near 
enough to make out that it was Mr. Cop- 
perhead. 

*' The very man I want," he heard him 
say with his loud voice, putting his arm 
within that of Mr. May, who resisted, but 
not enough to attract the attention of the 
new comer, as Eeginald came up breath- 
less and placed himself on his father's 
other side. The darkness prevented any 
revelation of the strange appearance of 
the fugitive, and Mr. Copperhead was not 
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lively of perception in respect to people 
unconnected with himself. 

"You too," he cried, nodding at Eegi- 
nald, "come along. I've come to save 
that boy of mine from a little artful—: 
Come, both of you. The sight of a young 
fellow like himself will shame him more 
than anything ; and you, May, you're the 
very man I want — " 

" Not there, not there, for God's sake I" 
said Mr. May with a hoarse cry, " not 
there, my God I Eeginald 1 it used to be 
hanging. Do you mean to give me 
up ?" 

" Hold him fast," Reginald whispered 
in desperation, " hold him fast ! It is 
madness." 

" Lord bless us !" said Mr. Copperhead, 
but he was a man who was proud of his 
strength, and not given to timidity. 
He held his captive fast by the arm, while 
Reginald secured him on the other side. 
" Why, what's this. May ? rouse yourself 
up, don't give in, man. No, you ain't 
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mad, not a bit of you. Come along, wait 
here at Tozer's for me, while I do my 
business; and then I'll look after you. 
Come on." 

There was a violent but momentary 
struggle ; then all at once the struggling 
man yielded and allowed himself to be 
dragged within the garden door. Was it 
because an ordinary policeman, one of the 
most respectful servants of the law, who 
would have saluted Mr. May with the 
utmost reverence, was just then coming 
up? He yielded; but he looked at his 
son with a wild despair which made Regi- 
nald almost as desperate as himself in 
maddening ignorance and terror. 

" Euin ! ruin I" he murmured hoarsely, 
'* worse than death." 
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CHAPTFR XIII. 



THE CONFLICT. 



THE day which had intervened between 
Phoebe's morning walk, and this 
darkling flight along the same road, had 
been full of agitation at the house of the 
Tozers. Phoebe, who would willingly 
have spared her lover anything more 
than the brief intercourse which was 
inevitable with her relations, could 
find no means of sending him away 
without breakfast. She had escaped 
from him accordingly, weary as she 
was, to make arrangements for such a 
meal as she knew him, even in his most 
sentimental mood, to love — a thing which 
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required some time and supervision, though 
the house was always plentifully provided. 
When she had hastily bathed her face and 
changed her dress, she came back; to the 
room where she had left him, to find him 
in careless conversation with Tozer, who 
only half recovered from the excitement 
of last night, but much overawed by a visit 
from so great a personage, had managed 
to put aside the matter which occupied his 
own thoughts, in order to carry on a kind 
of worship of Clarence, who was the son 
of the richest man he had ever heard of, 
and consequently appeared to the retired 
butterman a very demigod. Clarence was 
yawning loudly, his arms raised over his 
head in total indifference to Tozer, when 
Phoebe came into the room ; and the old 
man seized upon the occasion of her 
entrance to perform another act of wor- 
ship. 

" Ah, here's Phoebe at last. Mr. Cop- 
perhead's come in from the country, my 
dear, and he's going to make us proud. 
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he is, by acceptiDg of a bit of breakfast. 
I tell him it's a wretched poor place for 
him as has palaces at his command ; but 
what we can give him is the best quality, 
that I answers for — and you're one as 
knows how things should be, even if we 
ain't grand ourselves." 

"Have you palaces at your command, 
Clarence ?" she said, with a smile. Not- 
withstanding the fatigue of the night, the 
fresh air and her ablutions, and the agi- 
tation and commotion in her mind, made 
Phoebe almost more animated and brilliant 
than usual. Her eyes shone with the 
anxiety and excitement of the crisis, and a 
little, too, with the glory and delight of 
success ; for though Clarence Copperhead 
was not very much to brag of in his own per- 
son, he still had been the object before her 
for some time back, and she had got him. 
And yet Phoebe was not mercenary, though 
she was not " in love" with her heavy lover 
in- the ordinary sense of the word. She 
went towards him now, and stood near him. 
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looking at him with a smile. He was a 
big, strong fellow, which is a thing most 
women esteem, and he was not without 
good looks; and he would be rich, and 
might be thrust into a position which 
would produce both honour and advan- 
tage ; and lastly, he was her own, which 
gives even the most indifferent article a 
certain value in some people's eyes. 

"Palaces? I don't know, but nice 
enough houses; and you know you like 
a nice house. Miss Phoebe. Here, I 
haven't said a word to the old gentleman. 
Tell him; I ain't -come all this way for 
nothing. You've always got the right 
words at your fingers' end. Tell him and 
let's get it over. I think I could eat some 
breakfast, I can tell you, after that drive." 

"Grandpapa," said Phoebe, slightly 
tremulous. " Mr. Copperhead wishes me to 
tell you that — Mr. Copperhead wishes you 
to know why " 

*' Bless us !" cried Clarence with a 
laugh. " Here is a beating about the 
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bush ! She has got her master, old gen- 
tleman, and that is what she never had 
before. Look here, I'm going to marry 
Phoebe. That's plain English without any 
phrases, and I don't know what you could 
say to better it. Is breakfast ready ? I've 
earned it for my part." 

" Going to marry Phoebe !" Tozer 
gasped. He had heard from his wife t)atat 
such a glory was possible ; but now, when 
it burst upon him, the dazzling delight 
seemed too good to be true. It thrust the 
forgery and everything out of his head, 
and took even the power of speech from 
him. He got up and gazed at the young 
people, one after the other, rubbing his 
hands, with a broad grin upon his face ; 
then he burst forth all at once in congra- 
tulation. 

" God bless you. Sir ! God bless you 
both ! it's an honour as I never looked 
for. Rising in the world was never no 
thought of mine; doing your duty and 
trusting to the Lord is what I've always 
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stood by; and it's been rewarded. But 
she's a good girl, Mr. Copperhead ; you'll 
never regret it, Sir. She's that good and 
that sensible, as I don't know how to do 
without her. She'll do you credit, however 
grand you may make her ; and if it's any 
comfort to you, as she's conneqted with 
them as knows how to appreciate a gen- 
tleman — " said Tozer, breaking down in 
his enthusiasm, his voice sinking into a 
whisper in the fulness of his heart. 

" Grandpapa I" said Phoebe, feeUng 
sharply pricked in her pride, with a mo- 
mentary humiliation, " there are other 
things to be thought of," and she gave 
him a look of reproach which Tozer did 
not understand, but which Clarence did 
vaguely. Clarence, for his part, liked the 
homage, and was by no means unwilling 
that everybody should perceive his conde- 
scension and what great luck it was for 
Phoebe to have secured him. He laughed, 
pleased to wave his banner of triumph 
over her, notwithstanding that he loved 
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her. He was very fond of her that was 
true ; but still her good fortune in catching 
him was, for the moment, the thing most 
in his thoughts. 

" Well, old gentleman," he said, " you 
ain't far wrong there. She is a clever one. 
We shall have a bad time of it with the 
governor at first; for, of course, when 
there's no money and no connections a 
man like the governor, that has made him- 
self, ain't likely to be too well pleased." 

"As for money, Mr. Copperhead, Sir," 
said Tozer with modest pride, " I don't 
see as there's anything to be said against 
Phoebe on that point. Her mother before 
her had a pretty bit of money, though I 
say it, as shouldn't — " 

" Ah, yes — ^yes," said Clarence. " To 
be sure ; but a little bit of coin Uke that 
don't count with us. The governor deals 
in hundreds of thousands; he don't 
think much of your little bits of fortunes. 
But I don't mind. She suits me down 
to the ground, does Phcebe; and I 
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don't give that for the governor 1" cried 
the young man valiantly. As for Phoebe 
herself, it is impossible to imagine any 
one more entirely put out of her place 
and out of all the comfort and satisfaction 
in her own initiative which she generally 
possessed, than this young woman was, 
while these two men talked over her so 
calmly. It is doubtful whether she had 
ever been [so set aside out of her proper 
position in her life, and her nerves were 
overstrained and her bodily strength worn 
out, which added to the sense of downfall. 
With almost a touch of anger in her tone 
she who was never out of temper, inter- 
rupted this talk. 

" I think breakfast is ready, grandpapa. 
Mr. Clarence Copperhead wants some re- 
freshment after his exertions, and in pre- 
paration for the exertions to come. For 
I suppose your papa is very likely to follow 
you to Carlingford," she added, with a low 
laugh, turning to her lover. " I know Mr. 
Copperhead very well, and I should not 
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like my first meeting with him after I had 
thwarted all his views." 

" Phoebe ! you don't mean to desert me ? 
By Jove! I'll face him and twenty like 
him if you'll only stand by me," he cried ; 
which was a speech that made amends. 

She suffered him to lead her into break- 
fast less formally than is the ordinary 
fashion, and his hand on her trim waist 
did not displease the girl. No ; she under- 
stood him, knew that he was no great 
things ; but yet he was hers, and she had 
always meant him to be hers, and Phoebe 
was ready to maintain his cause in the face 
of all the world. 

The breakfast was to Clarence's taste, 
and so was the company — even old Tozer, 
who sat with his mouth agape in admira- 
tion of the young potentate, while he re- 
counted his many grandeurs. Clarence 
gave a great deal of information as to 
prices he had paid for various things, and 
the expenses of his living at Oxford and 
elsewhere, as he ate the kidneys, eggs, and 
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sausages with which Phoebe's care had 
heaped the table. They had no pdte de 
foie graSf it is true, but the simple fare 
was of the best quality, as Tozer had 
boasted. Mrs. Tozer did not come down- 
stairs to breakfast, and thus Phoebe was 
alone with the two men, who suited each 
other so much better than she could have 
hoped. The girl sat by them languidly, 
though with a beating heart, wondering, 
as girls will wonder sometimes, if all men 
were like these, braggards and believers in 
brag, worshippers of money and price. 
No doubt, young men too marvel when 
they hear the women about them talking 
across them of chiffons, or of Uttle quarrels 
and little vanities. Phoebe had more brains 
than both of her interlocutors put together, 
and half-a-dozen more added on ; but she 
was put down and silenced by the talk. 
Her lover for the moment had escaped from 
her. She could generally keep him from ex- 
posing himself in this way, and turn the 
better side of him to the light ; but the 
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presence of a believer in him turned the 
head of Clarence. She could not control 
him any more. 

"A good horse is a deuced expensive 
thing," he said ; ** the Governor gave a 
cool hundred and fifty for that mare that 
brought me over this morning. He bought 
her from Sir Robert ; but he didn't know, 
Phoebe, the use I was going to put her to. 
If he*d known, he'd hav^ put that hun- 
dred and fifty in the sea rather than have 
his beast rattled over the country on such 
an errand." Here he stopped in the midst of 
his breakfast, and looked at her admiringly. 
"But I don't repent," he added. " Td 
do it again to-morrow if it wasn't done 
already. If you stand by me, I'll face him, 
and twenty like him, by Jove !" 

" You don't say nothing," said her 
grandfather. " I wouldn't be so ungrate- 
ful. Gentlemen like Mr. Copperhead ain't 
picked up at every roadside." 

" They ain't, by Jove !" said Clarence ; 
"but she's shy, that's all about it," he 
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added, tenderly ; " when we're by our- 
selves, I don't complain/' 

Poor Phoebe! She smiled a dismal 
smile, and was very glad when breakfast 
was over. After that she took him into 
the garden, into the bright nu)rning air, 
which kept her up, and where she could 
keep her Clarence in hand and amuse him, 
without allowing this revelation of the 
worst side of him. While they were there, 
Martha admitted the visitor of yesterday, 
Mr. Simpson from the Bank, bringing 
back to Phoebe's mind all the other matter 
of which it had been full. 

" Don't you think you ought to go and 
see about the horse and the dog-cart?" 
she said suddenly, turning to her lover 
with one of those sudden changes which 
kept the dull young man amused. " You 
don't know what they may be about." 

" They can't be up to much," said 
Clarence. "Thank you. Miss Phoebe, I 
Uke you better than the mare." 

*' But you can't be here all day, and I 
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can't be here all day,*' she said. " I must 
look after grandmamma, and you. ought 
to go down and inquire after poop Mr, 
May — he is so ilL I have been there all 
night, Ifcelping Ursula. You ought to go 
JVnd ask for him. People don't forget all 
the duties of life because — because a thing 
of this sort has happened: — " 

" Because they've popped and bee^i ac- 
cepted," said graceful Clarence. " By 
Jove! I'll go. I'll tell young May. I'd 
like to see his face when I tell him the 
B^ws. You may look as demure as you 
like, but you know what spoons he has 
been upon you, and the old fellow too — 
made me as jealous as King Lear some- 
times," cried the happy lover,, with a laugh. 
He meant Qthello^ let us suppose. 

^^ Nonsense, Clarence ! But go, plea3e 
go. I must run to grandmamma." 

Mr. Simpson had gone in, and FhcBbe's 
heai*t had begun to beat loudly in her 
throat ; but it was not so easy to get rid 
of this ardent lover, and when at last he 
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did go, he was slightly sulky, which was 
not a state of mind to be encouraged. 
She rushed upstairs to her grandmother's 
room, which was over the little room 
where Tozer sat, and from which she 
could already hear sounds of conversation 
rapidly rising in tone, and the noise of 
opening and shutting drawers, and a 
general rummage. Phoebe never knew 
what she said to the kind old woman, who 
kissed and wept over her, exulting in the 
news. 

" I ain't been so pleased since my 
Phoebe told me as she was to marry a 
minister," said Mrs. Tozer, " and this is a 
rise in life a deal grander than the best of 
ministers. But, bless your heart, what 
shall I do without you?" cried the old 
woman, sobbing. 

Presently Tozer came in, with an air of 
angry abstraction, and began to search 
through drawers and boxes. 

" I've lost something," he answered, with 
sombre looks, to his wife's inquiry. Phoebe 
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busied herself with her grandmother, and 
did not ask what it was. It was only 
when he had searched everywhere that 
some chance movement directed his eyes 
to her. She was trembling in spite of 
herself. He came up to her, and seized 
her suddenly by the arm. " By George !" 
he cried, " Tm in a dozen minds to search 
you !" 

" Tozer ! let my child alone. How dare 
you touch her — her as is as good as Mr. 
Copperhead's lady? What's she got to 
do with your dirty papers ? Do you think 
Phoebe would touch them — with a pair 
of tongs ?" cried the angry grandmother. 

Phoebe shrank with all the cowardice of 
guilt. Her nerves were unstrung by weari- 
ness and excitement. And Tozer, with 
his little red eyes blazing upon her, was 
very diflTerent in this fury of personal injury, 
from the grandfather of the morning, who 
had been ready to see every virtue in her. 

" I believe as you've got it !" he cried, 
giving her a shake. It was a shot at a 
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venture, said without tbe least idea of its 
truth ; but before the words had crossed 
his hps, he felt with a wild passion of 
rage and wonder that it waa true. " Give 
it up, you hussy !" he shrieked, with a yell 
of fury, his face convulsed with sudden 
rage, thickly and with sputtering lips. 

^'^Tozer !" cried his wife.> ** flinging her- 
self between them, " take your hands off 
the child. Run, run to your room, my 
darling; he's out of his senses. Lord 
bless us all, Sam, are you gone stark 
staring mad ?" 

" Grandpapa," said Phoebe, trembling, 
" if I had it, you may be sure it would be 
safe out of your way. I told you I knew 
something about it, but you would not 
hear me. Will you hear me now? I'll 
make it up to you — double it, if you like. 
Grandmamma, it is a poor man he would 
drive to death if he is not stopped. Oh 1" 
cried Phoebe, clasping her hands» " after 
what has happened this morning, will you 
not yield to me? and after all the love 
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you have shown me ? I will iiever ask any- 
thing, not another penny. I will make it 
up J only give in to me, give in to me — for 
once in' my life ! Grandpapa I I never 
asked anything from you before." 

•'* Give it up, you piece of impudence ! 
you jade ! you d — d deceitful " 

He was holding her by the arm, empha- 
sising every new word by a violent shake, 
while poor old Mrs. Tozer dropped into a 
chair, weeping and trembling. 

" Oh ! it ain't often as he's like this j 
but when he is, I can't do nothing with 
him, I can't do nothing with him !" she 
cried. 

But Phoebe's nerves strung themselves 
up again in face of the crisis. She shook 
him off suddenly with unexpected strength, 
and moving to a little distance, stood con- 
fronting him, pale but determined. 

" If you think you will get the better of 
me in this way, you are mistaken," she 
said. " I am not your daughter ; how 
dare you treat me so? Grandmamma, 
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forgive me. I have been up all night. I 
am going to lie down," said Phoebe. " If 
grandpapa has anything more to say 
against me, he can say it to Clarence. I 
leave myself in his hands.'* 

Saying this, she turned round majestic- 
ally, but with an anxious heart, and walked 
away to her room, every nerve in her 
trembling. When she got there, Phoebe 
locked the door hastily, in genuine terror ; 
and then she laughed, and then she cried 
a little. *' And to think it was here all the 
time !" she said to herself, taking out the 
little Russia leather purse out of her 
pocket. She went into the closet adjoin- 
ing her room, and buried it deep in her 
travelling trunk which was there, relieving 
herself and her mind of a danger. Then 
— Phoebe did what was possibly the most 
sensible thing in the world, in every point 
of view. She went to bed; undressed 
herself quietly, rolled up her hair, and lay 
down with a grateful sense of ease and 
comfort. " When Clarence comes back 
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he will be disappointed ; but even for 
Clarence a little disappointment will be no 
harm," said the sensible young woman to 
herself. And what comfort it was to lie 
down, and feel all the throbs and pulses 
gradually subsiding, the fright going off, 
the satisfaction of success coming back, 
and gradually a slumberous, delicious ease 
stealing over her. Of all the clever things 
Phoebe had done in her life, it must be 
allowed that there was not one so masterly 
as the fact that she, then and there, went 
to sleep. 

All this had taken up a good deal of 
time. It was twelve when Mr. Simpson 
of the bank aisturbed the lovers in the 
garden, and it was one o'clock before 
Phoebe put a stop to all Tozer's vindictive 
plans by going to bed. What he said to 
Mr. Simpson, when he went back to him, 
is not on record. That excellent man of 
business was much put out by the long 
waiting, and intimated plainly enough 
that he could not allow his time to be thus 
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wasted. Mr. Sunpson began to think that 
there was something very strange in the 
whole business. Tozer's house was turned 
upside down by it, as he could hear by the 
passionate voices and the sound of crying 
and storming in the room above; but 
Cotsdean was secure in his shop, ap- 
parently fearing no evil, as he had seen 
as he passed, peering in with curious 
eyes. What it meant he could not tell ; 
but it was queer, and did not look as if the 
business was straightforward. 

" When you find the bill, or make up 
your mind what to do, you can send for 
me,'* he said, and went away, suspicious 
and half angry, leaving Tozer to his own 
devices. And the afternoon passed in 
the most uncomfortable lull imaginable. 
Though he beKeved his grand-daughter 
to have it, he looked again over all his 
papers, his drawers, his waste basket, 
every corner he had in which such a 
small matter might have been hid; but 
naturally his search was all in vain. 
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Clarence returned in the afternoon, and 
was received by poor old Mrs. Tozer, very 
tremulous and ready to cry, who did not 
know whether she ought to distrust Phoobe 
or not, and hesitated and stumbled over her 
words till the young man thought his father 
had come in his absence, and that Phoebe 
had changed her mind. This had the effect 
of making him extremely eager and 
anxious, and of subduing the bragging 
and magnificent mood which the triumph- 
ant lover had displayed in the morning. 
He felt himself "taken down a peg or 
two," in his own fine language. He went 
to the Parsonage and tried very hard to 
see Ursula, to secure her help in case any- 
thing had gone wrong, and then to Reginald, 
whose vexation at the news he felt sure 
of, and hoped to enjoy a sight of. But 
he could see no one in the absorbed and 
anxious house. What was he to do ? He 
wandered about, growing more and more 
unhappy, wondering if he had been made 
to fling himself into the face of fate for no 
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reason, and sure that he could not meet his 
father without Phoebe's support. He could 
not even face her relations. It was very 
different from the day of triumph he had 
looked for; but, as Phoebe had wisely 
divined, this disappointment, and all the 
attending circumstances, did not do him 
any harm. 

It was late in the afternoon when 
Northcote called. He too had acted on 
the information given by Betsy, and had 
gone to Cotsdean, who made him vaguely 
aware that Tozer had some share in the 
business in which Mr. May was involved, 
and who, on being asked whether it could 
be set right by money, grew radiant and 
declared that nothing could be easier. But 
when Northcote saw Tozer, there ensued 
a puzzling* game at cross purposes, for 
Tozer had no notion that Mr. May had 
anything to do with the business, and 
declined to understand. 

" I ain't got nothing to do with parsons, 
and if you'll take my advice. Sir, it 'ud 
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be a deal better for you to give *em up 
too. You're a-aggravating the connec- 
tion for no good, you are," said Tozer, 
surly by right of his own troubles and 
perplexities, and glad to think he could 
make some one else uncomfortable too. 

" I shall do in that respect as I think 
proper," said Northcote, who was not 
disposed to submit to dictation. 

" Fact is, he's a deal too well oflF for a 
minister," Tozer said to his wife when 
the young man disappeared, " they're too 
independent that sort ; and I don't know 
what he means by his Mays and his fine 
folks. "What have we got to do with Mr. 
May?" 

" Except that he's been good to the child, 
Tozer ; we can't forget as he's been very 
good to the child." 

'' Oh, dash the child 1" cried the old 
man, infuriated, " if you say much more 
I'll be sorry I ever let you see her face. 
What has she done with my bill ?" 

" Bill ? if it's only a bill what are you so 
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put oat shout 7^ cnei IStb. Tozer, 
^Yonni have dozens agam at GhristmaSy 
if that is an you want.'' 

But the langh -was nnsoooessfol, and 
tlia old man went back to his room to 
nurse his wrath and to wonder what had 
come to him. Why had his grand-daugh- 
ter interfered in his business, and what 
had he to do with Mr. May ? 

FhcBbe got up refreshed and comfortable 
when it was time for the &mily tea, and 
came down to her lover, who had come 
back and was sitting very dejected by old 
Mrs. Tozer's side. She was fresh and 
£Eur, and in one of her prettiest dresses, 
having taken pains for him ; and notwith- 
standing Tozer's lowering aspect, and his 
refusal to speak to her, the meal passed 
over very cheerfully for the rest of the 
party, and the two young people once 
more withdrew to the garden when it was 
over. The presence of Clarence Copper- 
head protected Phoebe from all attack. 
Her grandfather dared not fly out upon 
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her as before, or summon her to give up 
what she had taken from him. Whatever 
happened, this wonderful rise in life, this 
grand match could not be interfered with. 
He withdrew bitter and exasperated to 
his own den, leaving his poor wife crying 
and wretched in the family sitting-room. 
Mrs. Tozer knew that her husband was not 
to be trifled with, and that though the cir- 
cumstances of Phoebe's betrothal subdued 
him for the moment, this effect in all pro- 
bability would not last ; and she sat in ter- 
ror, watching the moments as they passed, 
and trembling to think what might happen 
when the young pair came in again, or 
when Clarence at last went away, leaving 
Phoebe with no protection but herself. 
Phoebe, too, while she kept her dull com- 
panion happy, kept thinking all the while of 
the same thing with a great tremor of sup- 
pressed agitation in her mind; and she did 
not know what was the next step to take — 
a reflection which took away her strength. 
She had taken the bill from her trunk again 
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and replaced it in her pocket. It was 
safest carried on her person she felt ; but 
what she was to do next, even Phoebe, so 
fruitful in resources, could not say. 
When Northcote came back in the evening 
she felt that her game was becoming more 
and more difl&oult to play. After a brief 
consultation with herself, she decided 
that it was most expedient to go in with 
him, taking her big body-guard along with 
her, and confiding in his stupidity not 
to find out more than was indispensable. 
She took Northcote to her grandfather's 
room, whispering to him on the way, to 
make himself the representative of Cots- 
dean only, and to say nothing of Mr. May. 

" Then you know about it ?" said 
Northcote amazed. 

"Oh, hush, hush!'' cried Phoebe, 
** oflTer to pay it on Cotsdean's part, and 
say nothing about Mr. May." 

The young man looked at her bewil- 
dered ; but nodded his head in assent ; 
and then her own young man pulled her 
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back almost roughly, and demanded to 
know what she meant by talking to that 
fellow so. Thus poor Phoebe was between 
two fires. She went in with a fainting 
yet courageous heart. 

" Pay the money !'* said Tozer, who by 
dint of brooding over it all the day had 
come to a white heat, and was no longer 
to be controlled. "Mr. Northcote, Sir, 
you're a minister, and you don't under- 
stand business no more nor women do. 
Money's money — ^but there's more than 
money here. There's my name, Sir, as 
has been made use of in a way ! — me go 
signing of accommodation bills 1 I'd have 
cut off my hand sooner. There's that girl 
there, she's got it. She's been and stolen 
it from me, Mr. Northcote. Tell her to 
give it up. You may have some influence, 
you as is a minister. Tell her to give it 
up, or, by George, she shall never have a 
penny from me ! I'll cut her off without 
even a shilling. I'll put her out o' my 
will — out o' my house." 
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"I say, Phoebe," said Clarence, "look 
here, that's serious, that is ; not that I mind 
a little pot of money like what the poor 
old fellow's got ; but what's the good of 
throwing anything away?" 

"Make her give it up," cried Tozer 
hoarsely, " or out of this house she goes 
this very night. I ain't the sort of man to 
be made a fool of. I ain't the sort of man — 
Who's this a-coming ? some more of your 
d— d intercessors to spoil justice," cried 
the old man, " but I won't have 'em. I'll 
have nothing to say to them. What, who ? 
Mr. Copperhead's father ? I ain't ashamed 
to meet Mr. Copperhead's father; but one 
thing at a time. Them as comes into my 
house must wait my time," cried the 
butterman seeing vaguely the group come 
in, whom we left at his door. " I'm mas- 
ter here. Give up that bill, you brazen 
young hussy, and go out of my sight. 
How dare you set up your face among so 
many men ? Give it up !" he cried, seizing 
her by the elbow in renewed fury. The 
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strangers though he saw them enter, re- 
ceived no salutation from him. There was 
one small lamp on the table, dimly lighted, 
which threw a faint glow upon the circle 
of countenances round, into which came, 
wondering, the burly big Copperhead, 
holding fast by the shoulder of Mr. May, 
whose ghastly face, contorted with wild 
anxiety, glanced at Tozer over the lamp. 
But the old man was so much absorbed at 
first that he scarcely saw who the new- 
comers were. 

« What's all this about ?" said Mr. Cop- 
perhead. " Seems weVe come into the 
midst of another commotion. So you're 
here, Clarl it is you I want, my boy. 
Look here, Northcote, take hold, will you? 
there's a screw loose, and we've got to 
get him home. Take hold, till I have had 
a word with Clarence. That's a thing 
that won't take long." 

Clarence cast a glance at Phoebe, who 
even in her own agitation turned and gave 
him a tremulous smile of encouragement. 
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The crisis was so great on all sides of her, 
that Phoebe became heroic. " I am here," 
she said with all the steadiness of strong 
emotion, and when he had received this 
assurance of support he feared his father 
no more. 

"All right, Sir," he said almost with 
alacrity. He was afraid of nothing with 
Phoebe standing by. 

" Make her give me up my bill," said 
Tozer, " I'll hear nothing else till this is 
settled. My bill! It*s forgery; that's 
what it is. Don't speak to me about 
money ! I'll have him punished. I'll 
have him rot in prison for it. I'll not 
cheat the law — You people as has in- 
fluence with that girl make her give it me. 
I can't touch him without the bill." 

Mr. May had been placed in a chair by 
the two young men who watched over 
him ; but as Tozer spoke he got up, strug- 
gling wildly, almost tearing himself out 
of the coat by which they held him. 
*• Let me go !" he said. " Do you hear 
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him ? Eot in prison ! with hard labour ; 
it would kill me ! And it used to be 
hanging ! My God — ^my God ! Won't 
you let me go ?" 

Tozer stopped short, stopped by this 
passion which was greater than his own. 
He looked wonderingly at the livid face, 
the struggling figure, impressed in spite 
of himself. "He's gone mad,'* he said. 
" Good Lord ! But he's got nothing to do 
with it. Can't you take him away ?" 

"Grandpapa," said Phoebe in his ear, 
" here it is, your bill ; it was he who did it — 
and it has driven him mad. Look I I give 
it up to you; and there he is — that is 
your work. Now do what you please—" 

Trembhng, the old man took the paper 
out of her hand. He gazed wondering at 
the other, who somehow moved in his ex- 
citement by a sense that the decisive 
moment had come, stood still too, his 
arm half pulled out of his coat, his face 
wild with dread and horror. For a moment 
they looked at each other in a common 
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.agony, neither the one nor the other clear 
enough to understand, but both feeling 
that some tremendous crisis had come 
upon them. " He — done it !" said Tozer 
appalled and almost speechless. "'He 
done it I'* They all crowded round, a 
circle of scared faces. Phoebe alone stood 
calm. She was the only one who knew 
the whole, except the culprit, who under- 
stood nothing with that mad confusion in 
his eyes. But he was over-awed too, and 
in his very madness recognised the crisis. 
He stood still, struggling no longer, with 
his eyes fixed upon the homely figure of 
the old butterman, who stood trembling, 
thunderstruck, with that fatal piece of 
paper in his hand. 

Tozer had been mad for revenge two mo- 
ments before — almost as wild as the guilty 
man before him — with a fierce desire to 
punish and make an example of the man 
who had wronged him. But this semi- 
madness was arrested by the sight of the 
other madman before him, and by the extra- 



THB OONFLIOT. 283 

ordinary shook of this revelation. It took 
all the strength out of him. He had not 
looked up to the clergyman as Cotsd^n 
did, but he had looked up to the gentle- 
man his customer, as being upon an eleva- 
tion very diflTerent from his own, altogether 
above and beyond him ; and the sight of this 
superior being, thus humbled, maddened, 
gazing at him with wild terror and agony, 
more eloquent than any supplication, struck 
poor old Tozer to the very soul. " God 
help us all I" he cried out with a broken, 
sobbing voice. He was but a vulgar old fel- 
low, mean it might be, worldly in his way ; 
but the terrible mystery of human wicked- 
ness and guilt prostrated Ins common soul 
with as sharp an anguish of pity and shame 
as could have befallen the most heroic. 
It seized upon him so that he could say^ 
or do nothing more, forcing hot and salt 
tears up into his old eyes, and shaking 
him all over with a tremor as of palsy. 
The scared faces appeared to come closer 
to Phoebe, to whom these moments seemed 
like years. Had her trust been vain ? 
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Softly, but with an excitement beyond 
control, she touched him on the arm. 

" That's true," said Tozer, half crying. 
" Something's got to be done. We can't 
all stand here for ever, Phoebe ; it's him as 
has to be thought of. Show it to him, poor 
gentleman, if he ain't past knowing; and 
burn it, and let us hear of it no more." 

Solemnly, in the midst of them all, 
Phoebe held up the paper before the eyes 
of the guilty man. If he understood it or 
not, no one could tell. He did not move, 
but stared blankly at her and it. Then 
she held it over the lamp and let it blaze 
and drop into harmless ashes in the midst 
of them all. Tozer dropped down into his 
elbow chair sniffing and sobbing. Mr. 
May stood quite still, with a look of utter 
dullness and stupidity coming over the face 
in which so much terror had been. If he 
understood what had passed, it was only in 
feeling, not in intelligence. He grew still 
and dull in the midst of that strange mad- 
ness which all the time was only half mad- 
ness, a mixture of conscious excitement 
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and anxiety with that which possess the 
boundaries of consciousness. For the 
moment he was stilled into stupid 
idiotcy, and looked at them with vacant 
eyes. As for the others, Northcote was 
the only one who divined at all what 
this scene meant. To Reginald it was 
like a scene in a pantomime — bewildering 
dumb show, with no sense or meaning in 
it. It was he who spoke first, with a 
certain impatience of the occurrence 
which he did not understand. 

" Will you come home. Sir, now ?" he 
said. " Come home, for Heaven's sake ! 
Northcote will give you an arm. He's 
very ill," Reginald added, looking round 
him pitifully in his ignorance ; " what you 
are thinking of I can't tell — but he's ill 
and — delirious. It was Mr. Copperhead 
who brought him here against my will. 
Excuse me. Miss Beecham — now I must 
take him home." 

'*Yes," said Phoebe. The tears came 
into her eyes as she looked at him; he 
was not thinking of her at the moment, 
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but she knew lie had thought of her, much 
and tenderly, and she felt that she might 
never see him again. Phoebe would have 
liked him to know what she had done, 
and to know that what she had done was 
for him chiefly — ^in order to recom- 
pense him a little, poor fellow, for the 
heart he had given her, which she could 
not accept, yet could not be ungrateful for. 
And yet she was glad, though there was a 
pang in it, that he should never know, and 
remain unaware of her effort, for his own 
sake; but the tears came into her eyes as she 
looked at him, and he caught the gleam of 
the moisture which made his heart beat. 
Something moved her beyond what he 
knew of J and his heart thrilled with 
tenderness and wonder; but how should 
he know what it was ? 

**Give my love to Ursula," she said. 
" I shall not come to-night as she has a 
nurse, and I think he will be better. 
Make her rest, Mr. May — and if I don't 
see her, say good-bye to her for me " 

"Good-bye?" 
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• Yes, good-bye — things have happened 
— Tell her I hope she will not forget me/* 
said Phoebe, the tears dropping down her 
cheeks. " But oh, please never mind me, 
look at him ! he is quite quiet, he is worn 
out. Take him home." 

" There is nothing else to be done,** 
said poor Reginald, whose heart began to 
ache with a sense of the unknown which 
surrounded him on every side .He took his 
father by the arm, who had been standing 
quite silent, motionless, and apathetic. 
He had no need for any help, for Mr. May 
went with him at a touch, as docile as 
a child. Northcote followed with grave 
looks and very sad. Tozer had been 
seated in his favourite chair, much sub- 
dued and giving vent now and then to 
something like a sob. His nerves had 
been terribly shaken. But as he saw the 
three gentlemen going away, n^ure awoke 
in the old butterman. He put out his 
hand and plucked Northcote by the sleeve. 
" m not say no to that money, not now, 
Mr. Northcote, Sir," he said. 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

PH(BBB*S LAST TEIAL. 

" IVfOW if you please," said Mr. Coppei^- 
-L^ head. " I think it's my turn. I 
wanted May to hear what I had got to 
say, but as he's ill or mad, or something, 
it is not much good. I can't imagine 
what all these incantations meant, and all 
your play. Miss Phoebe, eyes and all. 
That sort of thing don't suit us plain folks. 
If you don't mind following your friends, 
I want to speak to old Tozer here by him- 
self. I don't like to have-women meddling 
in my affairs." 

"Grandpapa is very tired, and he is 
upset," said Phoebe. " I don't think he 
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can have any more said to him to-night." 
" By George, but he shall though, and 
you too. Look here," said Mr. Copper- 
head, "you've taken in my boy Clarence 
here. He's been a fool, and he always- 
was a fool; but you're not a fool, Miss 
Phoebe. You know precious well what 
you're about. And just you listen to me ; 
he shan't marryyou, not if he breaks his 
heart over it. I ain't a man that thinks 
much of breaking hearts. You and he 
may talk what nonsense you like, but 
you shan't marry my boy ; no, not if there 
wasn't another woman in the world." 

"He has asked me," said Phoebe; " but 
I certainly did not ask him. You must 
give your orders to your son, Mr. Copper- 
head. You have no right to dictate to 
me. Grandpapa, I think you and I have 
had enough for to-night." 

With this Phoebe began to close the 
shutters, which had been left open, and 
to put away books and things which were 
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lying about. Tozer made a feeble attempt 
to stop her energetic proceedings. 

"Talk to the gentleman, Phoebe, if 
Mr. Copperhead 'as anything to say to 
you — don't, don't you go and offend him, 
my dear I" the old man cried in an anxious 
whisper j and then he raised himself from 
the chair, in which he had sunk exhausted 
by the unusual commotions to which he 
had been subjected. "I am sure. Sir," 
Tozer began, ** it ain't my wish, nor the 
wish o* my family, to do anything as is 
against yo\ir wishes — " 

"Grandpapa," said Phoebe, interrupt- 
ing him ruthlessly, "Mr. Ooppierhead's 
wishes may be a rule to his own family, 
but they are not to be a rule to yours. 
For my part I won't submit to it. Let 
him take his son away if he pleases — or 
if he can," she added, turning round 
upon Clarence with a smile. " Mr. Clarence 
Copperhead is as free as I am to go or to 
stay." 

" By Jove 1" cried that young man, who 
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had been hanging in the background, 
dark and miserable. He came close up to 
her, and caught first her sleeve and then 
her elbow; the contact seemed to give 
him strength. " Look here, Sir," he said, 
ingratiatingly, " we don^t want to oflFend 
you — I don't want to fly in your face; 
but I can't go on having coaches for ever, 
and here's the only one in the world that 
can do the business instead of coaches. 
Phoebe knows I'm fond of her, but that's 
neither here nor there. Here is the one 
that can make something of me. I ain't 
clever, you know it as well as I do — but 
she is. I don't mind going into parlia- 
ment, making speeches and that sort of 
thing, if I've got her to back me up. But 
without her I'll never do anything, with- 
out her you may put me in a cupboard, 
as you've often said. Let me have her, 
and I'll make a figure, and do you credit. 
I can't say any fairer," said Clarence, 
taking the rest of her arm into his grasp, 
and holding her hand. He was stupid — 

u 2 
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but lie was a man, and Phoebe felt proud 
of him, for the moment at least. 

"You idiot 1" cried his father, "and 
I was an idiot too to put any faith in you ; 
come away from that artful girl. Can^t you 
see that it's all a made up plan from begin- 
ning to end ? What was she sent down 
here for but to catch you, you oaf, you 
fool, you! Drop her, or you drop me. 
That's all Tve got to say." 

" Yes, drop me, Clarence," said Phoebe, 
i^ith a smile ; " for in the meantime you 
hurt me. See, you have bruised my arm. 
While you settle this question with your 
father, I will go to grandmamma. Pardon 
me, I take more interest in her than in 
this discussion between him and you." 

" You shan't go," cried her lover, " not 
a step. Look here. Sir. If that's what 
it comes to, her before you. What you've 
made of me ain't much, is it P but I don't 
mind what I go in for, as long as she's to 
the fore. Her before you." 
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"Is that your last word?" said Mr. 
Copperhead. 

" Yes." His son faced him with a face 
as set and cloudy as his own. The mouth 
shut close and sullen, was the same in 
both ; but those brown eyes which Clarence 
got from his mother, and which were 
usually mild in their expression, looking 
out gently from the ruder face to which 
they did not seem to belong, were now not 
clear but muddy with resolution, glimmer- 
ing with dogged obstinacy from under the 
drooping eyelids. He was not like him- 
self; he was as he had been that day when 
Mr. May saw him at the Dorsets, deter- 
mined, more than a match for his father, 
who had only the obstinacy of his own 
nature, not that dead resisting force of two 
people to bring to the battle. Clarence had 
all the pertinacity that was not in his 
mother, to reinforce his own. Mr. Copper- 
head stared at his son with that look of 
authority, half imperious, half brutal, with 
which he was in the habit of crushing all 
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who resisted Bim; but Clarence did not 
quail. He stood dull and immovable, his 
eyes contracted, his face stolid, and void 
of all expression but that of resistance. He 
was not much more than a fool, but just 
by so much as his father was more reason- 
able, more clear-sighted than himself, was 
Clarence stronger than his father. He 
held Phoebe by the sleeve, that she might 
not escape him ; but he faced Mr. Copper- 
head with a dull determination, that all 
the powers of earth could not shake. 

For the moment the father lost his 
self-control. 

"Then Til go," he said, "and when 
youVe changed your mind, you can come 
to me ; but — •" here he swore a big oath, 
" mind what you're about. There never 
was a man yet but repented when he set 
himself against me." 

Clarence made no answer. Talking 
was not in his way. And Mr. Copper- 
head showed his wondering apprehension 
of a power superior to his own, by making 
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a pause after he had said this, and not 
going away directly. He stopped and 
tried once more to influence the rebel with 
that stare. " Phoebe— Phoebe — for God's 
sake make him give in, and don't go against 
Mr. Copperhead I" cried Tozer's tremulous 
voice, shaken with weakness and anxiety. 
But Phoebe did not say anything. She 
felt in the hesitation, the pause, the de- 
spairing last eflFort to conquer, that the time 
of her triumph had nearly come. When 
he went away, they all stood still And 
listened to his footsteps going along the 
passage and through the garden. When 
he was outside he paused again, evidently 
with the idea of returning, but changed 
his mind and went on. To be left like 
this, the victors on a field of domestic 
conflict, is very often not at all a triumph- 
ant feeling, and involves a sense of 
defeat about as bad as the reality ex- 
perienced by the vanquished. Phoebe, 
who was imaginative, and had lively feel- 
ing, felt a cold shiver go over her as the 
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steps went away one by one, and b^an 
to cry softly, not knowing qnite why it 
was ; bnt Clarence, who had no imagina- 
tion, nor any feelings to speak of, was 
at his ease and perfectly calm. 

"What are you crying for?" he said, 
** the governor can do what he likes. Fd 
marry yon in spite of a hundred like him. 
He didn't know what he was about, didn't 
the governor, when he tackled mc." 

"But, Clarence, you must not break 
with your father, you must not quarrel 
on my accpunt — " 

" That's as it may be," he said, " never 
you mind. When it's cleverness that's 
wanted, it's you that's wanted to back me 
up — but I can stick te my own way with- 
out you; and my way is this," he said, 
suddenly lifting her from the ground, 
holding her waist between his two big 
hands, and giving her an emphatic kiss. 
Phoebe was silenced altogether when this 
had happened. He was a blockhead, but 
he was a man, and could stand up for his 



ph(ebb's last trial. 297 

loye, and for his own rights as a man, 
independent of the world. She felt a 
genuine admiration for her lout at that 
moment ; but this admiration was accom- 
panied by a very chill sense of all that 
might be forfeited if Mr. Copperhead stood 
out. Clarence, poor and disowned by his 
father, would be a very different person 
from the Clarence Copperhead who was 
going into parliament, and had " a fine 
position '' in prospect. She did not form 
any resolutions as to what she would do 
in that case, for she was incapable of any- 
thing dishonourable; but it made her 
shiver aS' with a cold icy current running 
over her; and as for poor old Tozerhe was 
all but whimpering in his chair. 

" Oh, Lord !" he cried. " A great man 
like 'Mr. Copperhead affronted in my 
'umble 'ouse. It's what I never thought 
to see. A friend of the connection like 
that — your father's leading member. Oh, 
Phoebe, it was an evil day as brought you 
here to make all this mischief! and if I 
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had known what was going on 1" cried 
Tozer, almost weeping in his despair. 

" Yon are tired, grandpapa," said Phoebe. 
" Don't be frightened about us. Mr. Cop- 
perhead is very fond of Clarence, and he 
will give in ; or if he doesn't give in, still 
we shall not be worse off than many other 
people.'* But she said this with a secret 
panic devouring her soul, wondering if it 
was possible that such a horrible revolu- 
tion of circumstances and change of every- 
thing she had looked for, could be. Even 
Clarence was silenced though immovable. 
He went away soon after, and betook him- 
self to his room at the Parsonage, where 
all his possessions still were, while Phoebe 
attended upon her grandmother, whose 
agitation and fear she calmed without say- 
ing much. Tozer, quite broken down, 
retired to bed ; and when they were all 
disposed of, Phoebe went out to the 
garden, and made a mournful little pro- 
menade there, with very serious thoughts. 
If Clarence was to be cast oflf by his 
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father, what could she do with him ? It 
was not in Phoebe to abandon the stupid 
lover, who had stood up so manfully for 
her. No, she must accept her fate 
however the balance turned; but if 
this dreadful change happened what should 
she do with him? The question pene- 
trated, and made her shiver to the depths 
of her soul ; but never even in imagina- 
tion did she forsake him. He was hers 
now, come good or ill ; but the prospect 
of the ill was appalling to her. She went 
up and down the garden path slowly in 
the silence, looking up to the stars, with 
her heart very full. Phoebe felt that no 
usual burden had been put upon her. 
Last night her occupation had been one 
of the purest charity, and this Providence 
had seemed to recompense in the morning, 
by dropping at her very feet the prize 
she had long meant to win ; but now she 
was down again after being lifted up so 
high, and a great part of its value was 
taken out of that prize. Was she mer- 
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cenary or worldly-minded in her choice ? 
It would be hard to say so, for she never 
questioned with herself whether or not she 
should follow Clarence into obscurity and 
poverty, if things should turn out so. She 
would never abandon him, however bad his 
case might be ; but her heart sank very low 
when she thought of her future with him, 
without the " career" which would have 
made everything sweet. 

Mr. Copperhead, too, had very serious 
thoughts on this subject, and sat up long 
drinking brandy-apd-water, and knitting 
his brows, as he turned the subject over 
and over in his mind, recognising with 
disgust (in which nevertheless there 
mingled a certain respect) that Clarence 
would not yield, that he was as obstinate 
as himself or more so. He had gone to 
the inn, where he was alone, without any 
of his usual comforts. It was perhaps 
the first time in his prosperous life that 
he had ever been really crossed. Joe had 
never attempted to do it, nor any of the 
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first family. They had married, as they 
had done everything else, according to 
his dictation ; and now here was his useless 
son, his exotic plant, his Dresden china, 
not only asserting a will of his own, but 
meaning to have it ; and showing a reso- 
lution, a determination equal to his own. 
His mother had never shown anything of 
this. She had yielded, as everyone else 
had yielded (Mr. Copperhead reflected) 
to whatever he ordered. Where had the 
boy got this unsuspected strength? A 
kind of smile broke unawares over the 
rich man's face, as he asked himself this 
question, a smile which he chased away 
with a frown, but which nevertheless had 
been there for a moment roused by a subtle 
suggestion of self-flattery. "Where, but 
from himself, had his gentleman-son (as 
the millionaire proudly held him to be) 
got that strength of obstinacy? He 
chased the thought and the smile away 
with a frown, and went to bed gloomily 
nursing his wrath ; but yet this suggestion 
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which he himself had made was more flat- 
tering to himself than words can say. As 
for Clarence, the only other person deeply 
concerned, after he had asked for Mr. 
May, and expressed his regret to learn 
how ill he was, the young man smoked a 
cigar on the doorsteps, and then went 
peaceably, without either care or anxiety, 
to bed, where he slept very soundly till 
eight o'clock next morning, which was 
the hour at which he was called, though 
he did not always get up. 

When Mr. Copperhead began the new 
day, he began it with a very unwise idea, 
quickly carried out as unwise ideas gene- 
rally are. Feeling that he could make 
nothing of his son, he resolved to try what 
he could make of Phoebe ; a young woman, 
nay, a bit of a girl not more than twenty, 
and a minister's daughter, brought up in 
reverence of the leading member — any 
resistance on her part seemed really in- 
credible. He could not contemplate the 
idea of giving up all the cherished plans 
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of his life by a melodramatic renunciation 
of his son. To give up Clarence whom he 
had trained to be the very apex and 
crowning point of his grandeur, was 
intolerable to him. But Mr. Copper- 
head had heard before now of young 
women, who, goaded to it, had been 
known to give up their lover rather than 
let their lover suffer on their account, 
and if this had ever been the case, surely 
it might be so in the present instance. 
Had he not the comfort of the Beecham 
family in his hands ? Could not he make 
the Crescent Chapel too hot to hold them ? 
Could he not awaken the fears of scores of 
other fathers very unlikely to permit their 
favourite sons to stray into the hands of 
pastors* daughters ? There was nothing 
indeed to be said against Mr. Beecham, 
but still it would be strange if Mr. Cop- 
perhead, out and away the richest man in 
the community, could not make the 
Crescent too hot to hold him. He went 
down the Lane from the " George," where 
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he had slept, quite early next morning, 
with this purpose full in his head, and as 
good luck (he thought) would have it 
found Phoebe, who had been restless all 
night with anxiety, and had got up early, 
once more walking up and down the 
long garden path reflecting over all that 
had happened, and wondering as to what 
might happen still. What a piece of luck 
it was ! He was accustomed to have for- 
tune on his side, and it seemed natural to 
him. He went up to her with scarcely 
a pause for the usual salutations, and 
plunged at once into what he had to say. 

"'Miss Phoebe, I am glad to find you 
alone. I wanted a word with you,*' he 
said, "about the aflfair of last night. 
Why shouldn't you and I, the only two 
sensible ones in the business, settle it be- 
tween ourselves ? Old Tozer is an old ass, 
begging your pardon for saying so, and 
my son is a fool — " 

" I do not agree to either/' said Phoebe 
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gravely, " but never mind, I will certainly 
hear what you have to say." 

" What I have to say is this. I will 
never consent to lot my son Clarence 
marry you." Here he was interrupted by 
a serious little bow of assent from Phoebe, 
which disconcerted and angered him 
strangely. " This being the case," he re- 
sumed more hotly, " don't you think we'd 
better come to terms, you and me ? You 
are too sensible a girl, I'll be bound, to 
marry a man without a penny, which is 
what he would be. He would be properly 
made an end of. Miss Phoebe, if he found 
out after all his bravado last night, that 
you were the one to cast him oflf after 
^11." 

" He cannot find that out," said Phoebe 
with a smile, " unfortunately even if I could 
have done it under brighter circumstances 
my mouth is closed now. I desert him 
now, when he is in trouble ! Of course you 
do not know me, so you are excused for 
thinking so, Mr. Copperhead." 

VOL. IIL X 
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The rich man stared. She was speak- 
ing a language which he did not under- 
stand. " Look here, Miss Phoebe," he 
said, " let's understand each other. High 
horses don't answer with me. As for 
deserting him when he's in trouble, if 
you'll give him up— or desert him, as you 
call it — he need never be in trouble at all. 
You can stop all that. Just you say no 
to him, and he'll soon be on his knees to 
me to think no more of it. Tou know 
who I am," Mr. Copperhead continued 
with a concealed threat. " I have a deal 
of influence in the connection, though I 
say .it that shouldn't, and I'm very well 
looked on in chapel business. What would 
the Crescent do without me ? And if there 
should be an unpleasantness between the 
minister and the leading member, why, 
you know. Miss Phoebe, no one better, 
who it is that would go to the wall." 

She made no answer, and he thought 
she was impressed by his arguments. He 
went on still more strongly than before. 
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" Such a clever girl as you knows all 
that," said Mr. Copperhead, "and sup- 
pose you were to marry Clarence without 
a penny, what would become of you? 
What would you make of him ? He is too 
lazy for hard work, and he has not brains 
enough for anything else. What would 
you make of him if you had him ? That's 
what I want to know/' 

" And that is just what I can't tell you," 
said Phoebe smiling, " it is a very serious 
question. I suppose something will turn 
up." 

"What can turn up? You marry him 
because he is going into parliament, and 
could give you a fine position. 

" I confess," said Phoebe with her usual 
frankness, " that I did think of his career ; 
without that the future is much darker, 
and rather depressing." 

" Yes, you see that ! A poor clod of a 
fellow that can't work, that will be hang- 
ing upon you every day, keeping you 

X 2 
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from working — that you wOl never be able 
to make anything of." 

" Mr. (j^pperhead/' said Phoebe sweetly, 
"why do you tell all this to me? Your 
mere good sense will show you that I can- 
not budge. I have accepted him being 
rich, and I cannot throw him over when 
he is poor. I may not like it— I don't 
like it — ^but I am helpless. Whatever 
change is made, it cannot be made by 
me. 

He stared at her in blank wonder and 
dismay. For a moment he could not say 
anything. " Look here," he faltered at 
last, " you thought him a great match, a 
rise in the world for you and yours ; but 
he ain't a great match any longer. What's 
the use then of keeping up the farce? 
You and me understand each other. 
You've nothing to do but to let him off; 
you're young and pretty, you'll easily 
find some one else. Fools are plenty in 
this world," he added, unable to refrain 
from that one fling. ^^ Let b'm off and all 
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will be right. What's to prevent you? 
I'd not lose a moment if I were you." 

Phoebe laughed. She had a pretty 
laugh, soft yet ringing like a child's. 
" You and I, I fear, are no rule for each 
other," she said. " Mr. Copperhead, what 
prevents me is a small thing called honour, 
that is all." 

• " Honour ! that's for men," he said 
hastily, ** and folly for them according as 
you mean it ; but for women there's no'^ 
such thing, it's ^iham and humbug'; and 
look you here. Miss Phoebe," he continued, 
losing his temper, "you see what your 
father will say to this when you get him 
into hot water with his people! There's 
more men with sons than me ; and if the 
Orescent ain't too hot to hold him within 
a month — Do you think I'll stand it, a 
beggarly minister and his belongings 
coming in the way of a man that could 
buy you all up, twenty times over, and 
more !" 

The fury into which he had worked 
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himself took away Mr. Copperhead's breath. 
Phoebe said nothing. She went on by his 
side with soft steps, her face a little down- 
cast, the suspicion of a smile about her 
mouth. 

" By George !*' he cried, when he had 
recoverod himself, " you think you can 
laugh at me. You think you can defy me, 
you, a bit of a girl, as poor as Job T* 

" I defy no one,*' said Phoebe. " I can- 
not prevent you from insulting me, that is 
all; which is rather hard," she added, with 
a smile, which cost her an effort, " seeing 
that I shall have to drag your son through 
the world somehow, now that you have 
cast him off. He will not give me up, I 
know, and honour prevents me from giving 
him up. So I shall have hard work enough, 
without any insults from you. It is a 
pity," said Phoebe, with a sort of sympa- 
thetic regret for herself so badly used. 
"I could have made a man of him. I 
could have backed him up to get on as 
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well as most men ; but it will certainly be 
uphill work now." 

She did not look at the furious father as 
she spoke. She was quite calm, treating 
it reflectively, regretfully, as a thing past 
and over. Mr. Copperhead tried to burst 
forth again in threats and objurgations; 
but in spite of himself, and though she 
never said another word, the big, rich,^ 
noisy man was silenced. He went away, 
threatening to appeal to her father, which 
Phoebe, with a last effort, begged him 
smilingly to do. But this was the last of 
which she was capable. When she had closed 
the door after him, she rushed upstairs 
to her room, and cried bitterly. Every- 
thing was very dark to her. If he did 
appeal to her fether, the appeal would 
spread confusion and dismay through the 
pastor's heart and family ; and what was 
to become of herself, with Clarence on her 
hands, who could do nothing that was 
useful, and could earn neither his own 
living nor hers? All this was very terrible 
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to Phoebe, and for a moment she contem- 
plated the unheard of step of having a 
headache, and staying upstairs. But she 
reflected that her poor old grandfather had 
done his duty, at no small sacrifice, accord- 
ing to her bidding, yesterday; and sliie 
bathed her eyes heroically, and collected her 
strength and went down to breakfast as 
usual. It was her duty which she must do.- 
As for Mr. Copperhead, he took a long 
walk, to reflect upon all the circumstances, 
which were complicated enough to cause 
him much trouble. He could not give up 
his cherished scheme, his Member of Par- 
liament, his crown of glory. It was what 
lie had been looking forward to for years. 
He tried to realize the failure of his hopes, 
and could not — nay, would not, feeling it 
more than he could bear. No; without 
his gentleman son, his University man, his 
costly, useless production, who was worth 
so much money to him, yet brought in 
nothing, he felt that he must shrink in the 
opinion of all his friends, even of his 
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own sons, the " first family," who had so 
envied, sneered at, undervalued Clarence, 
yet had been forced to be civil to him, and 
respect their father's imperious will as he 
chose that it should be respected. What 
a 'sorry figure he should cut before all of 
them if he cast off Clarence, and had to 
announce himself publicly as foiled in all 
his plans and hopes ! He could not face 
this prospect; he shrank fi:om it as if it 
had involved actual bodily pain. The men 
who would laugh at his failure were men 
of his own class, to whom he had bragged ; 
at his ease, crowing and exulting over 
them, and he felt that he could not face 
them if all his grand anticipations col- >- 
lapsed. There was nothing for it but to 
give in. And on the other hand this girl 
Phoebe was a very clever girl, able not only 
to save the expense of coaches, but to cram " 
the boy, and keep him up better than any 
coach could do. She could make his 
speeches for him, like enough, Mr. Copper- 
head thought^ and a great many reasons 
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might be given to the world why she had 
been chosen instead of a richer wife for the 
golden boy. Golden girls, as a general 
rule^ were not of so much use, ** For- 
tune ain't worth thinking of in comparison 
with brains. It was brains I wanted, and 
IVe bought *em dear; but I hope I can 
afford it," he almost heard himself saying 
to an admiring, envious assembly ; for Mr. 
Copperhead so far deserved his success 
that he could accept a defeat when it was 
necessary, and make the best of it. When 
he had nearly ended his walk, and had 
reached in his thoughts to this point, he 
met his son, who was walking up from the 
Parsonage to No. 6 in the Lane. Clarence 
looked cheerful enough as he walked along, 
whistUng under his breath, towards his 
love; but when he saw his father, a 
change came over his face. Once more 
his eyeUds drooped over his eyes, and 
those muddy brown orbs got fixed in didl 
obstinacy; once more his upper Up shut 
down sullen and &st upon the lower. The 
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entire expression of his face changed. Mr. 
Copperhead saw this afar oflT, from the 
moment his son perceived him, and the 
sight gave to all his thinking that force 
which reality gives to imagination; the 
risk he was running became doubly clear. 

" Good morning, Clarence," he said. 

"Good morning, Sir," responded the 
other, with lowering brows and close-shut 
mouth. 

" I suppose you were coming to the 
George to me ? Come along, I've had no 
breakfast; and let's hope, my boy, that 
you're in a better mind than last night." 

" Look here. Sir," said Clarence; "you 
might as well ask one of those houses to 
walk with you to the George, and show 
a better mind. Tm of one mind, and one 
only. I'll marry Phoebe Beecham, whether 
you like it or not, and no other woman in 
this world." 

" Is that your last word ?" said the 
father, curiously repeating, without being 
aware of it, his question of the previous 
night. 
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"That's my last word," said the son, 
contemplating his father sullenly from 
under the heavy lids of his obstinate eyes. 

" Very well," said Mr. Copperhead ; 
**then come along to breakfast, for I'm 
hungry, and we can talk it over there." 
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CHAPTER XVI. 



THE LAST. 



THIS is how Phoebe^s difficulties ended, 
contrary to her every expectation, 
Mr. Copperhead made a great brag of her 
powers wherever he went. " Money is 
money," he said, "but brains is brains, 
all the same — we can't get on without *em 
— and when you want to make a figure in 
the world. Sir, buy a few brains if they 
fall in your way — that's my style. I've 
done with stupid ones up till now; but 
when I see there's a want of a clever one, 
I ain't such a fool as to shut my eyes to 
it, They cost dear, but I'm thankful to 
say I can afford that, ay, and a good 
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deal mora" Thus everyttdng was satis- 
factorily arranged. Tozer and his wife 
cried together for joy on the wedding-day, 
but they did not expect to be asked to 
that ceremony, being well aware that 
Phoebe having now completely entered 
into the regions of the great, could not be 
expected to have very much to say to 
them. " Though I know, the darling, as 
she'd just be the same if she was here, 
and wouldn't let nobody look down upon 
you and me " said the old woman. 

" She's a wonderful girl, she is," said old 
Tozer. " Wind us all round her little finger, 
that's what she could do — ^leastways, ex- 
cept when there was principle in it, and 
there I stood firm. But I've done things 
for Phoebe as I wouldn't have done for 
no other breathing, and she knew it. 
I wouldn't give in to her tho' about church 
folks being just as good as them as is more 
enlightened. That's agin' reason. But 
I've done things for 'em along of her 1 — 
Ah ! She's a wonderful girl is Phoebe — 
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Phoebe, Junior, as I always call her. 
There ain't her match between here and 
London, and that's what I'll always say." 
But we will not try to describe the 
glory and joy that filled Mr. Beecham's 
house in the Terrace, when Mrs. Clarence 
Copperhead went back there with all their 
friends to the wedding-breakfast, which 
was in the very best style, and regardless 
of expense. Even at that moment it gave 
Phoebe a little pang to see her mother in 
the bright colours which she loved, but 
which made her so much pinker and fatter 
than was needfiil. Little Mrs. Copper- 
head, in dim neutral tints, looked like a 
little shadow beside the pastor's buxom 
wife, and was frightened and ill at ease 
and sad to the heart to lose her boy, who 
had been all she possessed in the world. 
Sophy Dorset, specially asked for the pur- 
pose with Ursula May, who was a brides- 
maid, looked on with much admiration at 
the curious people, so rich, so fine, and 
so overwhelming, among whom her father 
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had found it so remarkable to meet not 
one person whom he knew. " Now, Ursula," 
she said, " if you had played your cards 
properly that beautiful bridegroom and 
that nice little house in Mayfair, and the 
privilege, perhaps, of writing M.P. after 
your name some time or other, might all 
have been yours instead of Miss Beecham's. 
Why did you let her carry off the prize ?" 

"Cousin Sophy!'* cried Ursula indig- 
nantly. " As if I eyer thought of him as 
a prize ! But I know you are only laugh- 
ing at me. The strange thing is that she 
likes him, though I am sure she knew 
very well that Reginald — Oh, when one 
thinks how many people there are in this 
world who do not get what they wish 
most — and how many people there are — " 
Ursula paused, involved in her own anti- 
thesis, and Sophy ended it for her with a 
sigh. 

" Who do — and the one is no happier 
than the other, most times, little Ursula ; 
but you don't understand that, and come 
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you are going to be one of the blessed 
ones, so you need not take to making 
reflections ; that is my privilege, my dear." 

" Oh, Cousin Sophy, why were not you 
one of the^blessed ones too ?' cried Ursula, 
clasping her arms suddenly round her 
kind friend. This, be it understood, was 
after the breakfast was over, and when, in 
the deep gloom which generally concludes 
a wedding day, everybody had gone home. 
The two were in a magnificent large bed- 
chamber in Portland Place, in the vast 
silent mansion of the Copperheads, where 
at present there was nothing more cheer- 
ful than the bridegroom's soft-eyed mother, 
taking herself dreadfully to task for not 
being happy, and trying not to cry, though 
there was to be a great dinner and en- 
tertainment that night. 

" Don't you know ?" said Sophy putting 
her aside with a certain proud coldness, 
and a momentary laugh, "he I loved 
proved false ; that is to say in simple lan- 
guage, he turned out so poor a creature 

VOL. III. Y 
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that it is very good of me not to despise 
humanity for his sweet sake. Nevermind. 
If all had gone well, and he had been a 
real man instead of the sham image cf 
one, I don't suppose I should have ever 
been among the blessed ones. Anne is, 
who never thought of such mysteries at 
all ; and so you will be, my little Ursula- 
very happy. I am sure of it — though how 
j you can • manage to be happy, my dear, 

marrying a man who is not a good Church- 
man, it is not for me to say." 

" Cousin Sophy, have I been brought 
up in a way to make me so fond of 
Churchmen ?" said Ursula solemnly. She 
could not have told how much or how little 
she knew about her father's behaviour, 
and the ** shock to his mental system ;" 
but vaguely and by instinct there was a 
great deal that she did know. 

" You have been behind the scenes too 
much perhaps," said Sophy Dorset shrug- 
ging her shoulders, " but don't think any 
worse of the world than you ought, if you 
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can't think very much better. No class 
is good or bad, Ursula. Men are but 
men all over the world." 

This made Ursula cry, though it is diffi- 
cult to say why. She thought it cynical, 
and probably so will the reader. Perhaps 
Sophy Dorset abandoned the cause of 
mankind too easily, as most people of her 
temperament and age are disposed to do. 
Anyhow the evening entertainment took 
place and was very fine, and every honour 
was done to Clarence Copperhead's mar- 
riage, especially by his mother, who ap- 
peared in the most lovely satin that eyes 
ever saw, and diamonds — and almost suc- 
ceeded all the evening in keeping herself 
from crying, but not entirely. She did 
break down when- the health of bride- 
groom and bride was drunk as it ought to 
be ; but recovered herself hastily when 
the mother on the other side gave her a 
kiss of sympathy. Though it was an 
honest kiss, it filled poor little Mrs. Cop- 
perhead's mind with the most unchristian 
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feelings, and gave her strength to keep 
up for the rest of the evening, and do her 
duty to the last. Nevertheless Phoebe was 
the best of daughters-in-law, and ended 
by making her husband's mother depend- 
edt on her for most of the comforts of her 
life. And Clarence got into Parliament, 
and the reader, perhaps (if Parliament is 
sitting) may have had the luck to read a 
speech in the morning paper of Phoebe's 
composition, and if he ever got the secret 
of her style would know it again, and 
might trace the course of a public charac- 
ter for years to come by that means. But 
this secret is one which no bribe nor 
worldly inducement will ever tempt our 
lips to betray. 

Northcote was released from the charge 
of Salem Chapel directly after these events, 
by the return of the minister safe and 
sound from his holiday, to the great de- 
light of the congregation, though they had 
not been very fond of their old pastor 
before. Now they could not sufl&ciently 
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exult over the happy re-instalment. " The 
other one never crossed our doors from the 
day he came till now as he's going away," 
said one indignant member ; " nor^took no 
more notice of us chapel folks nor if we 
were dirt beneath his feet." ** That time 
as the Meeting was held, when he spoke up 
again the sinecure, was the only time as my 
mind was satisfied," cried another. *^ And 
a deal came of it after, making friends 
with the very man as he had abused." 
^* All his friends was Church folks," said 
a third; "he was a, wolf in sheep's cloth- , 
ing, that's what I calls him ; and a poor 
moralist as a preacher, with never a rousing 
word in them things as he called his ser- 
mons. We're well rid of the likes of him, 
though he may be clever. I don't give 
much for that kind of cleverness ; and 
what's the good of you, minister or not 
minister, if you can't keep consistent and 
stick to your own side." The chorus was 
so strong that the echo of it moved Tozer, 
who was a kind of arch-deacon and leading 
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member too, in his way, where he sat 
twiddling his thumbs in his little room. 
** I'm one as is qualified to give what you 
may call a casting vote," said Tozer, " being 
the oldest deacon in Salem, and one as 
has seen generations coming and going. 
And as for Church and Chapel, I've served 
'em both, and seen the colour of their 
money, and there's them as has their obli- 
gations to me, though we needn't name 
no names. But this I will say, as I'm 
cured of clever men and them as is 
thought superior. They ain't to be calcu- 
lated upon. If any more o' them young 
intellectuals turns up at Carlingford, 
I'll tell him right out, *Tou ain't the 
man for my money.' I'll say to him 
as bold as brass, 'I've been young, 
and now I'm old^ and it's my convic- 
tion as clever young men ain't the sort 
for Salem. We want them as is steady 
going, and them as is consistent; good 
strong opinions, and none o' your charity, 
that's what we wants here.' " Now Tozer 
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had loved clever young men in his day 
more well than wisely, as^ everybody knew, 
and this deliverance carried all the more 
weight in consequence, and was echoed 
loudly by one general hum of content and 
applause. 

. Northcote took this very quietly, but he 
retired, after he had married Ursula, from 
the office of pastor, for which he was not 
fitted, and from the Liberation Society, 
and varipus other societies, coming to see 
that Disestablishment was not a panacea, 
for national evils any more than other 
things. He was in the habit of quoting 
his brother-in-law, Reginald May, as the 
best man he knew ; but this did not make 
him a Churchman ; for naturally he could 
not say the same of other members of the 
same class and family. He was shaken out 
of his strong opinions ; but it is doubtful 
how far this was good for him, for he 
was a man of warlike disposition, and 
not to have something which he could 
go to the stake for — something which he 
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could think the devil's own stronghold to 
; ; assail, was a drawback to him, and cramped 

his mental development; but he was happy 
in his home with his pretty Ursula, which is 
probably all the reader will care to know. 
I , He paid Tozer's hundred and fifty pounds. 

And he made no inquiries, and tried not 
, fi to ask himself what all that strange scene 

had meant — and whatever it did mean 
it was over for ever, and nobody asked any 
further questions or made any revelations 
on the subject. As for Mr. May, his mys- 
terious illness went on for some time, 
the doctors never venturing to put any 
j name to it. It was " mental shock," and 

I perhaps aberration, though he was sane 

I ! enough to calm down after that incompre- 

I hensible scene. Mr. Simpson of the Bank 

had a good guess at the secret of the 
j , , enigma, but even Tozer got hazy about it 

after a while, and though he knew that 
he had done Mr. May a wonderful service, 
could scarcely have told what it was — and 
neither when it was all over, could the 
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culprit have told. He got better and 
worse for about a year, and then he died, 
his streAgth failing him without any distinct 
reason, no one could tell how. Reginald 
got the living and stepped into his father's 
place, making a home for the children, 
which sharp Janey rules ov^r, not so softly 
or steadily as Ursula, with a love of 
theories and experiments not quite consis- 
tent with the higher graces of housekeep- 
ing, yet with an honest meaning through 
it all. As the times are so unsettled, and 
no one can tell what may become within 
a year of any old foundation, the trustees 
have requested Reginald to retain his chap- 
laincy at the old College ; so that he is in 
reality a pluralist, and almost rich, though 
they say the hardest-worked man in Car- 
lingford. He has his vagaries too, which 
no man can live without, but he is the 
kindest guardian to his brothers and sisters, 
and bears with Janey's freaks with exem- 
plary gentleness. And he has a curate, 
whom in the course of nature Janey will pro- 
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bably marry — ^though this has not yet been 
revealed to either party, who have reached 
only the first stage of hating each other 
up to this time. It is not thought in the 
family that Reginald will ever marry. She 
was never worthy of him, the sisters say ; 
but he thinks differently, as yet at least. 
However, he is young, and things may 
mend. 



THE END. 
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PEARLS OF THE PACIFIC. By J. W. Boddam- 
Whetham, Author of " Western Wanderings," &c. 1 vol. 
Demy 8vo, with 8 Ulustrations. 15s. 

»♦ The literary merits of Mr. "Whetham's work are of & very high order. Hia 
descriptions are yivid, the comments upon what he saw judicions, and there is an 
occasional dash of hnmonr and of pathos which stirs onr sympathies." — Athenmum. 

" Mr. Whetham is evidently an intelligent and well-informed man ; he writes 
pleasantly, and it should he strange if every one in a volume of this size does not 
And much that is fresh and noveU*— PaU Mall Gazette. 

" Mr. "Whetham is scarcely behind Hermann Melville in powers of vivid descrip- 
tion. There is mnch of the strange and beantif ul in his graphic and adventorons 
narrativa"— TfeZegrop^L 

" Mr. Whetham's descriptions of scenery are picturesque, and his accounts of 
natiye manners and customs humorous and entertaining." — Standard. 

"Mr. Whetham tells his readers how he wandered about the islands of the 
Hawaiian Achipelago, and thence visited the Fiji Islands, and other places of 
interest in the wide Pacific. What he saw and heard during his tour is described 
in a light, pleasant way." — Daily News. 

" A fresh, genial narrative of a very pleasant voyage."--<3'roi)^ic. 

COSITAS ESPANOLAS ; or, Every-day Life in 

Spain. By Mrs. Habvbt, of Ickwell-Bury, Author of ** Turkish 
Harems and Circassian Homes." Second Edition. I voL Svo. ISs. 

"A charming book; fresh, liyely, and amusing. It may confidently be recom- 
mended to all readers who want to know something about the inner life of Spain. 
Mrs. Harvey describes Gibraltar, Madrid, the Escurial, the Alhambra, Seville, 
and many other places ; and there is a freshness and sincerity about the account 
which causes it to seem as new as if the topic had never been treated before. The 
descriptive faculty is very largely developed in our author, and some of the pass- 
ages relating to scenery are extremely fine, and lay the view before the eyes to 
perfection. What makes the book still more attractive is the keen sense of 
humour manifested throughout"— Post 

** A most delightful and interesting Tolume. Gh>od sense and amusing anecdotes 
abound. ' Gositas Espanolas * must become a standard work.'* — Court Journal 

"A delightfully entertaining book, full of reliable information.*'— Ifefsm^cr. 

" In this amusing book Mrs. Harvey sketches a series of pictures of Spuiish life 
as it is, each a gem in its way.*'^6'2o&e. 

NOTES OF TRAVEL IN SOUTH AFRICA. 

By 0. J. Andebsson, Author of " Lake Ngami," &c. Edited by 
L. Llotd, Author of "Field Sports of the North." 1 yolume 
demy 8vo. With Portrait of the Author. 158. bound. 

** Andersson was one of our most successful explorers, a man beloved by aU with 
whom he came in contact His book contains much to interest all classes of readers 
Sportsmen and naturalists will read with delight the many remarks on n-nimiL^ 
scattered throughout, and the work is not without interest to geographers. Its 
greatest charm, however, as we conceive, consists in the personal fortunes of its 
amiable and accomplished aattLOT.'^—AOunmtm. 

" This book is most interesting reading, and the notes on the zoology of Damara 
land are especially to be recommended to the naturalist"— tSfotunfoy Bemeuf. 

''AndersBon's * Notes of Travel* are wonderfully full of interest, both for the 
naturalist and the geographer. Whether, in fact, he writes of the fauna of land 
and air, of missionary work among the Namaquas, or the strange races of remote 
Ovampo-land, the traveller has always something fresh to tell us. The narrative 
of personal adventure, and of the scenes of native warfare, is frank and graphic 
in the extreme.**— Chriphk, 

** These interesting and invaluable notes of travel ought to be placed side by side 
witii those of Livingstone. A more heart-stirring narrative it nas not been our 
food fortune to meet with.**^ifesMn^er. 

2 



13, Gbe^t Mablbobough Stbebt. 

MESSRS. HUKST AND BLACKETT'S 
NEW WOUKS— Continued. 



OUR BISHOPS AND DEANS. By the Eev. F, 

Abnold, B.A., late of Christ Church, Oxford. 2 vols. 8vo. SOs. 

" This work is good in conception and cleverly execated, and as thoroughly 
honest and earnest as it is interesting and able. The style is original, the thought 
Tigorous, the information wide and thorough, the portrait-painting artistic, and 
the comments keen enough to gratify and impress any student or thinker, whether 
or no he be inclined to endorse all the opinions of the author. There is not a 
chapter that any intelligent reader is likely to leave unflni&hed or to find uninter- 
esting. Moreover, there is with the scholarly ability so sincere an earnestness, 
and so much devotional feeling of a refined and simple sort, tender and true, that 
we believe no one will be able to go through the volumes without being conscious 
of having received a new impression of good, and without having learned a regard 
for tte writer.*'— John BtUl 

" We think it will be admitted that Mr. Arnold has achieved his task with a 
large amount of success. He presents a general view of what the Church has been 
doing during the last forty years ; but the bulk of the work is taken up with 
sketches of the leaders with whose names contemporary Church history is asso- 
ciated. Mr. Arnold is thus able to give a personal interest to his narrative, and to 
cast many side lights on the influences which have determined the direction of 
eventa He displays considerable power of seizing the salient points of a striking 
character, and presenting them in a clear and forcible style." — Olobe, 

"Mr. Arnold's book is very readable. It contains a great deal of useful and 
interesting information which has not been available before, and is full of lively 
sketches and entertaining anecdotes. It will give that view of a number of emi- 
nent personalities whom we have long known by name that is so generally 
attractive and popular. It is right to say that Mr. Arnold does not write in tiie 
spirit of a partisan, and is evidently anxious to be fair to men of different schools." 
^English IndepmdenL 

RECOLLECTIONS op COLONEL DE GONNE- 

VILLE. Edited from the French by Chablottb M. Yonob, 
Author of the " Heir of Redclyffe," &c. 2 vols, crown 8vo. 218. 
" The author of this very interesting memoir was a French gentleman of ancient 
lineage, who left his home in Normandy to enter the service of Napoleon L in 
1804, and, having distinguished himself in the Grand Army, retired from military 
life in 1833, and survived to witness the war of 1870, and the outbreak of the Com- 
mune of 187L The personal career of M. de Gonneville, as we see it in his modest 
account of himself, presents a number of points of interest— for he was an officer 
of no ordinary merit— intelligent, vigilant, and with great presence of mind. His 
autobiography conveys a lively notion of the French gentilhomme of the present 
century, who preferred giving his sword to his country to leading a life of intrigue 
and inaction, and yet never forgot the traditions of his class, and the associationB 
of the throne of St Louis. The most valuable part of these memoirs, however, 
consists in the light they throw on the great age of military wonders and revolution 
which passed before M. de Gh>nneville's eyes, and which is often illustrated with 
more clearness by the simple chronicles of eye-witnesses of events than by tiie 
efforts of more ambitious writers. The work contains some interesting details on 
more than one campaign of the Grand Army which have not, we believe, been dis- 
closed before ; and it adds to our knowledge respecting the struggle in Poland and 
Urussia in 1807, and several passages of the Peninsular War. It brings us, aJso, 
within the presence of Napoleon L, and some of the chiefs who upheld the fortunes 
of the First Empire ; and its anecdotes about that extraordinary man are evidently 
genuine and very characteristic. It introduces us to the inner life and real state 
of the Grand Anny, and lays bare the causes of its strength and weakness. The 
work discloses a variety of details of interest connected with Napoleon's escape 
from Elba, the Hundred Days, the Bourbon Bestoration, and the Bevolution of 
July, 1830. On the whole, readers who care to know what an honourable soldier 
heard and said of the most wonderful time in modem history will find in these 
pages much to delight them. We have dwelt at length on this instructive record 
of the experiences of a memorable age, and can commend it cordially to our 
readera"— 2%€ Times. 
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HISTOEY OF TWO QUEENS: CATHARINE 

OF ABAGON and ANNE BOLETN. By W. HkrwoKm Dixcv. 
Seoomd Edttioiu Vols.lft2. Demy 8to. 30l 

"In two haadiome yotnmM Mr. Dixon here ^wm n tlie flnt Initihwirt of m 
new hlstorietl wcnic on & most attncfxra sob jeot The book Sa in many reapecte m 
ta.roanb]» gpedmen of Mr. IHxan'e powen. It ii flie most painatalrfng ami 

elaborate that be has yet written. On the whait, we may say that flie book 

ia one wfaieh will anstain the reputation of its author aa a writer of great power 
and Toraatility, that it girea a new aapeet to many an old aob jeet, and pcesente in 
a Tery striking li^ aome of the most recent diaooreriea In Sog^ah hiataiy.**— 



'*In these Totmnea the anOior ezhiUta in a rignsl manner Us fecial powers 
and Ihieat endowments. It iaobTions that the historian has been at especial pahis 
to Justify his reputation, to strengthen his bold upon the lesmed, end also to 
extend his sway orer the many who prize an attiactiTe style end interesttngnarra. 
tire more hfgh^ than laboriona reaearch and philoaophie inaig^"*— Jfia aiey i^aet 

^Thethankaof allatpdenta of EngUah hirtoryaredna to Me. Hepwortfa IMzon 
for hiaderer and original woric, 'History of two Queens.* The book is a TahiaUa 
oontribotion to English history. The aothor has eonsolted a nmnber of orighial 
soorees of information— In partienlar the arohirea atfiBmancaa. Alcala» and Vepiceu 
Mr. Dixon ia a akUfnl writei: Hia atyle, shignlariy lirid, graidiiB, and dramatie-* 
ia aliTO with hmnan and artiatic intereat Some off the inddental de sulpU onn 
veach a rery high lerel of picturesque power.**— Aoi^ Meim. 

** Mr. Hepworth Dixon, m his new work, has dioaen a flienie at onee intrinai- 
eally interesting and admirably fit for fflostration by Us practised snd hrimaat 
pen. The Utss of Catharine of Aragon and Anne Boleyn give ample aoope to n 
writer BO dear and Tirid in hia deacriptiona, so lifelike in hia porteaitorei, ao de- 
cided in his Jndgment, snd whose sparkling liyacity of style csn be shaded olZ, 
when neces sa r y, by such delicate toadies of tenderness snd pathoa For pleasant 
reading snd rery effective writhig we can warmly commend Mr. Dixon*s Tohonea.** 
DaU0 TiUffng>h. 

VOLS. m. & IV. OF THE HISTOEY OF TWO 

QUEENS : CATHARINE OF ARAGON and ANNE BOLEYN. 
By W. Hkfwobth Deeoh. Second Edition. Demy 8yo. Price SOb. 
Completing the Work. 

**Theae condnding yolmnea of Mr. Dixon's 'History of two Queens * will be per- 
used with keen interest by thonssnds of readera whilat no leea Talnahle to the 
stndent, they will be far more enthralling to the general reader than the earlier 
half of the history. Erery page of what may be termed Anne Bolnrn*s stoiy affoida 
a happy illustration of the author's virid and pictoresqiie styla The wortc ahookl 
be found in erery library.**— Poi*. 

"Mr. Dixon has pre-eminently the art of interesting his readera. He has mo- 
duced a narratiTe of considerable value, oonceiTed hi a spirit of fJ Mi-mft Mi, »^^ 
written with power and picturesaue effect**— Ztoay Nem. 

** Mr. Dixon has completed in these Tolnmes the two stories which he has namt- 
ed with so much grace and ylgonr. Better still, he has cast the Ught of truth upon 
incidents that have not been seen under that light before. Full of romantie » w| 
dramatic sentiment as the story of Catharine is, we think that the more aheoitinf 
interest is concentrated in the story of Anne Boleyn. Neyer has it been told so 
fully, so fairiy, or so attractiyely."— ilTofef and Queriet, 

fflSTORY OF WILLIAM PENN, Founder of 

Pennsylvania. By W. Hefwobth Dixon. A NBwLmBAxr BDmoir. 

1 voL demy 8to, with Portrait. 128. 
" Mr. Dixon's * wiUiam Penn ' is, perhaps, the best of Us books. He has now le- 
Tiled and issued it with the addition of much fresh matter. It is now oflteed In a 
•nmptnons Tolume, matching with Mr. Dixon's recent books, to a new geneiatioQ of 
Naders, who will thank Mr. Dixon for his interesting and inBtmotiye memoir of 
CM of tlie worttUes of Bngland."— i^xam^ner 
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LIFE OF THE RT. HON. SPENCER PERCEVAL ; 

Including His Oorreffpondence. By His Grandson, Spbnobr Wal- 
POLB. 2 vols. 8vo, with Portrait. SOs. 

This work containB Letters from the Eiaf^ the Prince Begent, the Dnkes of Cuxn- 
berland, Welliagtoiif PortUnd, Bichmond; Lords Liyerpool, Grenville, Grey, 
Loughborough, Spencer, Wellesley, Lonsdale, Castlereagh ; Mr. Pitt, Mr. Adding- 
ton, Mr. Canning, and other distinguished men. 

"Mr. WaIpole*B work reflects credit not only on his industry in compiling an 
important biography flrom authentic material, but also on his eloquence, power of 
interpreting political change, and general literary addresa The biography will take 
rank in our literature, both as a faithful reflection of the statesman and his period, 
as also for its philosophic, logical, and dramatic completenesa"— Jfommfir PotL 

^'InlLr. Perceval's biography his grandson has undoubtedly made a valuable 
addition to our Parliamentary history. The book is full of interest"— Z>a% ilTeief. 

LIFE OF MOSCHELES ; with Selections from 

HIS DIARIES AND CORRESPONDENCE. By His Wife. 

2 vols, large post 8vo, with Portrait. 24s. 
"This life of MoscneleB will be a valuable book of reference for the musical his- 
torian, for the contents extend over a period of threescore years., commencing with 
1794, and ending at 1870. We need scarcely state that all the portions of Mosche- 
les* diary which refer to his intercourse with Beethoven, Hummel, Weber, Gzemy, 
Spontini, Bossini, Auber, Hal^vy, Schumann, Gherubioi, Spohr, Mendelssohn, F. 
David, Chopin, J. B. Cramer. Clementi, John Field, Habene^ Hauptmann, Ealk- 
brenner, Eiesewetter, C. Elingemann, Lablache, Dragonetti, Sontag, Persiani, 
Malibran, Paganini, Bachel, Bonzi de Begnis, De Beriot, Ernst, Donzelli, Cinti- 
Damoreau, Chelard, Bochsa, Laporte, Charles Eemble, Paton (Mrs. Wood), 
SchrSder-Devrient, Mrs. Siddons, Sir H. Bishop, Sir G. Smart, Staudigl, Thalberg, 
Berlioz, Velluti, 0. Young, Balf e, Braham, and many other artists of note in their 
time, will recall a flood of recollectiona It was a delicate task for Madame Mos- 
cheles to select from the diaries in reference to living persons, but her extracts have 
been judiciously made. Moscheles writes fairly of what is called the * Music of the 
Future * and its disciples, and his judgments on Herr Wagner, Dr. Liszt, Bubem- 
Btein, Dr. von Biilow, LitoUf, &c., whether as composers or executants, are in a 
liberal spirit He recognizes cheerfully the talents of oor native artists. Sir Stem- 
dale Bennett, Mr. Macfarren, Madame Arabella Goddard, Mr. John Bamett Mr. 
Hullah, Mrs. Shaw, Mr. A. Sullivan, &c. The celebrities with whom Moscneles 
came in contact, include Sir Walter Scott, Sir Robert PeeL the late Duke of Cam- 
bridge, the Bnnsens, Louis Philippe, Napoleon the Third, Humboldt, Henry Heine, 
Thomas More, Count Nesselrode, the Duchess of Orleans, Prof. Wolf, &c. In- 
deed, the two volumes are full of amusing anecdotes."— .^Memeiffa 

RECOLLECTIONS OF SOCIETY IN FRANCE 

AND ENGLAND. By Ladt Clementina Davies. 2nd Edition. 2 v. 
Among numerous other distingnishedpersons referred to in this work are >-LouiB 
Xvl, Marie Antoinette, Louis XVuI, the Duchesse D'Angouleme, Napoleon I, 
the Empress Josephine, Queen Hortense, Charles X, Louis Philippe, the Duke 
and Duchess de Berry, the Count de ChaJnbord, the Emperor Alexander, King 
Frederic William, Prince Talleyrand, Prince Esterhazy, Blucher, Key, Soult, 
Fouch^ the Polignacs, Talma, Napoleon III, the Empress Eugenie, the Duo 
de Momy, Count d'Orsay, Victor Hugo, Geo|^e IV, Queen Caroline, Prince 
Leopold, the Princess Charlotte, the Duke of York, the Duke of Wellington, 
Lord Byron, Sir Walter Scott, Sir H. Davy, Tom Moore, Mr. Barham, Mrs. Sid- 
dons, the Eembles, Mrs. Jordan, Miss Stephens, Mlla Mars, Madame Catelaai, 
Mile. Bachel, the Countess Gniccioli, Lady Cork, Lady Blesaington, &c. 
**Two charming volumes, full of the most interesting and entertahiing matter, 
and written in pla^ elegant English. Lady Clementina Davies has seen much, 
heard much, and remembered well Her unique and brilliant recollections have the 
Interest of a romance, wherein no character la fictitious, no incident nntma*'— /*ofl. 
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VOLS. I. & n, OF HER MAJESTTS TOWER. 

By W. HEPWORTH DIXON. DEDICATED BY EXPRESS 
PERMISSION TO THE QUEEN. Sixth Edition. Syo. 80b. 

Fbom ths Tdcbs:— "All the civilized world— English, Oontinenta], and Ame- 
rio«n— takes an interest in the Tower of London. The Tower is the stage 
upon which has been enacted some of the grandest dramas and saddest tragedies 
in our national annal& If, in imagination, we take onr stand on those time-worn 
walls, and let century after century flit past us, we riiall see in due snocession the 
majority of the most famous men and los^ely women of England in the olden time. 
We shall see them jesting, jousting, love-making, plotting, and then anon, per- 
haps, commending their souls to God in the presence of a nideons masked flgine, 
bearing an axe in his hand& It is such pictures as these tlwtt Mr. Dixon, witb 
considerable skill as an historical limner, has set before us in these Tolumes. ICr. 
Dixon dashes off the scenes of Tower history with great spirit His descriptions 
are given with such terseness and vigour that we should spoil them by any attempt 
at condensation. As favourable examples of his narrative powers we may call at- 
tention to the story of the beautiful but unpopular Elinor, Queen of Henry m, and 
the description of Anne Boleyn's first and second arrivals at the Tower. Then wo 
have the story of the bold Bishop of Durham, who escapes by the aid of a cord 
hidden in a wine- jar; and the tale of Maud Fitzwalter, imprisoned and murdered 
by the caitiff John. Passing onwards, we meet Charles of Orleans, the poetie 
lYench Prince, captured at Aghicourt, and detained for flve-and-twenty years • 
prisoner in the Tower. Next we encounter the baleful form of Blchard of Gloucester, 
and are filled with indignation at the blackest of the black Tower deeds. As wo 
draw nearer to modem times, we have the sorrowful stoij of the Nine Days* 
Queen, poor little Lady Jane Grey. The chapter entitied "No Gross, no Grown ** 
is one of the most affecting in the book. A mature man can scarcely read it with- 
out feeling the tears ready to trickle from his eyea No part of the first volnmo 
gelds in interest to the chapters which are devoted to tne story of Shr Walter 
Ueigh. The greater part of the second volume is occupied with the story of tiio 
Gunpowder Plot The narrative is extremely interesting, and will repay pemsal. 
Another eatue ceUbrt possessed of a perennial interest, is the murder of Sir Thomas 
Overbury by Lord and Lady Somerset Mr. Dixon tells the tale skilfully. In oon- 
olusion, we may congratulate the author on this work. Both volumes are dedded- 
ly attractive, and throw much light on our national history.** 

VOLS. HL & IV. OP HER MAJESTY'S TOWER. 

By W. HEPWORTH DIXON. DEDICATED BY EXPRESS 
PERMISSION TO THE QUEEN. Oompleting the Work. Third 
Edition. Demy 8vo. SOs. 
"These volumes are two galleries of richly painted portraits of the noblest 
men and most brilliant women, besides others, commemorated by lB"gM«i^ 
history. The grand old Boval Keep, palace and prison by turns, is revivified in 
these volumes, which close uie narrative, extending from the era of Sir J(dm Eliot» 
who saw Baleigh die in Palace Yard, to that of Thistiewood, the last prisoner im- 
mured in the Tower. Few works are given to us, in these days, so abnndant In 
originality and research as Mr. Dixon'a^— ^Standard 

FREE RUSSIA. By W. Hbpworth Dixon. Third 

Edition. 2 vols. 8yo, with Colonred Dlnstrations. 308. 
"Mr. Dixon's book will be certain not only to interest but to please Ha readen 
and it deserves to do sa It contains a great deal that is worthy of attention, and 
is likely to produce a very useful effect'*— «Sa<tirdii|f Jtevtew. 

THE SWITZERS. By W. Hepworth Dixon. 

Third Edition, 1 voL demy 8vo. 15s. 
"Alively, interesting, and altogether novel book on Switzerland. It is ftdl of 
Taluable information on social, political, and ecclesiastical questions, and, like all 
Hr. Dixon's books, is eminentiy readable."— 2>ai/y Ntwt, 
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WORDS OF HOPE AND COMFORT TO 

THOSE IN SORROW. Dedicated by Permission to The Queen. 
Third Edition. 1 vol. small 4to, 5s. bound. 

"These letters, the work of a pore and devout spirit, deservo to find many 
readera They are greatly .saperior to the average of what is called religloaa 
literature."— ilMcnanim. 

"The writer of the tenderly-conceived letters in this volume was Mrs. Julias 
Hare, a sister of Mr. Maurice. They are instinct with the devout submissivenesa 
and fine sympathy which we associate with the name of Maurice ; but in her there 
is added a winningness of tact, and sometimes, too, a directness of language, which 
we hardly find even in the brother. The letters were privately printed and circu- 
lated, and were found to be the source of much comfort, which they cannot fail 
to afford now to a wide circle. A sweetly-conceived memorial poem, bearing 
the weU-known initials, *E. H. P.', gives a very faithful outline of the life."— £r«icA 
Quarterly Review. 

" This touching and most comforting work is dedicated to The Quebk, who took 
a gracious interest in its first appearance, when printed for private circulation, and 
found comfort in its pages, and has now commanded its publication, that the 
world in general may profit by it A more practical and heart-stirring appeal to 
the afflicted we have never examined."— ^tom^ordL 

" These letters are exceptionally graceful and touching, and may be read with 
profit"— fl^apAid 

RAMBLES IN ISTRIA, DALMATIA, and MON- 

TENEGRO. ByR. H. R. 1 vol. 8vo. Us. 

"The author has the knack of hitting off those light sketches of picturesque 
life, which are none the less telling for being done by a passing observer. The 
really instructive part of his book relates to Montenegro, and it has especial inter- 
est at the present time."-'Pa{I McUl Cfazette. 

" The author describes his wanderings brightly and pleasantly, and his account 
will probably induce many to visit one of we most picturesque and interesting 
comers of Europe.'* — Standard. 

"A handsome and trustworthy volume. The book is pleasantly written, and 
may prove useful to all taking the author's advice with reference to their next 
vacation trip." ^Athinmun. 

"What with his rorightly anecdotes, his clever sketches, and his instructive 
scraps of history and description, E. H. E. weaves together a pleasant and very 
entertaining book."— faromttMr. 

"Montenegro and Dalmatia may certainly be commended to all who are weary 
of the beaten tracks, and B. H. R is a well-informed and entertaining guide to 
their scenery, legends, and antiquitie&"— fi'raj^Aie; 

"The most readable portion of this interesting work is that devoted to a descrip- 
tion of life in Montenegro, which the author sketches in a very bright and lively 
fashion."- C^o&d 

A BOOK ABOUT THE TABLE. By J. 0. 

Jeastbbson. 2 vols. 8vo. SOs. 

" This book is readable and amusing from first to last No one ought to be 
without it No point of interest concerning the table or its appurtenances is left 
untouched. Bacy anecdotes coruscate on every page."— ifomt>Hjr Poit. 

"Mr. Jeaffreson chats pleasantly about meats and manners. We cordially 
recommend to every class of readers his very amusing and instructive volumes. 
They are racy in style, rich in anecdote, and full of good nense."— ^tond^rdL 

"In Mr. Jeaffreson's *Book about the Table,' the whole science and art of gas- 
tronomy are illustrated with everything bearing upon the subject Mr. Jeaffreson 
is always entertaining, and in these volumes he may claim to be also instructive.** 
•~-Daay yews. 

"This work ought to be in every library and on every drawing-room and club 
table, as one of the most delightful and readable books of the day. It is full of 
information, interest, and amusement" — Court Journal. 
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WILD LIFEINFLOBIDA;WitIiaY]attoGiilMu 

BjCs^Um F.T.TowiinKnsvF JL6^ Sad Life GoardiL 1 toL 
8to, iHtli Mxp and mnstrmtkaiL 15iL 
*«Cfl9taiBT<miMfaeod hM gfrea v & ^ol^ dKidadlr abotv O* s««nee of 
feoolw or BiagMI tiSTVI «Bd ^ort Hei ' ~ - .. _ 



•* Tfate book ki brlgblly sad pIcMuttly wTitteB.*—#Mr JMII 

<«Cftf«ftta TonmlieiMrt work It iwtraeiHe cad eatarteiBii^ 
ten for afl rwdera, racy lamlifva, ■lwn(lanr<» of jnridwt, e 
Importturt atoCistiea, Mid BMoj a pace wUd wiB be peroMd wzA I 
tportMnao and natvalM."— Oparf /om aaf 

** Captain Townaheaden^Ta a food repalBlioaaa a tmvvllBr. Hiabookl 
anfaaitthr worth penuaL There ia not a Bttie iaf ooaatinii on tte geugra| i hy and 
aatwal hintorj. the reauun ue a and aociety of llorida, Jto be gateed froK the 
TOfWDOf wUdi la iirtdlifeiitly and pietoreoqaBij wiittBo.**— 



SPAIN AND THE SPANIARDS. By Azamat 

Batdk. 2 Tolfl. erown 8to. 21s. 

«* ftr the aid of thia really etttertatoiiig book tteOwdfeZpw ■ of «ha Boment 

maj be brought before the mfaid*a ewe Jt woold be too nmA to wy ttat diia 

la tha moat iatereating book upon Spain and tte SpaniBida that haa i«Maied 
of late yeara, trat many may think ao after reading fV—^AtkauBmrn. 

**A Mgbhr intereating and amnaing book. In tUa work ATamat Batek has 
made himietf more enjoyable and readable than erec"— .g rwaiiBH'. 

ON THE WING ; A Southern Flight. By the 

HoiL Mrs, Alfred MoirreaifMEr. 1 yoL 8to. 148. 
**A moat entertaining and inatmettre work, which hoMa the attentfcm apelHwond 
to the laatpage. It containa the foflowing chapter! ;— -La Befle ProTeoce, Monaeo, 
Bolofoa, Florence, Bome, Naplea, Italian Life, Fompeii, Sorrento, Gapri, Amalfl,dc 
The book la the moat original erer written on aachthemea."--Cbart/0arMl. 

THEOUGH RUSSIA: From St. Petbbsbubo to 

ASTRAKHAN AND THE CRIMEA. B j Mrs. Guthbib. 2 yoIs. 
crown 8to, with Illtistrations. 21s. 
**llrs. Onthrie ia a Urely, obterrant, weD-infonned, and agreeable trayeUIng 
OOmpanioa Her book ia interesting thronghont"— PoB MaU GagdU. 

**K0 book of trare) within oar knowledge ia pleaaanter to read than 'Throng 
Basala^' It la fretb, bright, and comprehenehre. Mra. Onthrie gi^ea na admirable 
detcrlptiona of 8t Petertborg, Moacow, and Aatrakhan, and Oe Toyagea on the 
Volga and the Don are fall of incident, character, and obiervation."— ^S^pectotor. 

TURKISH HAREMS & CIRCASSIAN HOMES. 

By Mbs. Harybt, of Ickwell Bnry. Syo. Second Edition. ISs. 
** Mm. Hanrey not onlv saw a great deal, bat saw all that she did see to the 
bent adrantage. In noticing the mtrinsic interest of Mrs. Harvey's book, we mnst 
not forget to say a word for her ability as a writer."— S^tmec 

MEMOIRS OF QUEEN HORTENSE, MOTHER 

OF NAPOLEON III. Cheaper Edition, in 1 voL 68. 
** A biography of the beaatifol and onhappy Qaeen, more satiafactoiy than any we 
have yet mot with."— 2>a</y Ntwt. 

THE EXILES AT ST. GERMAINS. By the 

Author of " The Ladye Shakerley.'* 1 yoL 78. 6d. bonnd. 
•••The Exiles at Rt Germalns' will be erery whit as popalar as * The Lsdyo 
llhsksrley.* "^atandard. 
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WORKS BY THE AUTHOE OP * JOHN HAIIPAX; 

Each in One Volume, elegantly printed, Irannd, and illnstrated, price 68. 

christian's mistake. 
a noble life. 

HANNAH. 



JOHN HALIFAX, GENTLEMAN, 

A woman's thoughts 

ABOUT WOMEN. 
A LIFE FOR A LIFE. 
NOTHING NEW. 
MISTRESS AND MAID. 



THE UNKIND WORD. 
A BRAVE LADY. 
STUDIES FROM LIFE. 



THE WOMAN'S KINGDOM. 

WOBES BT THE AUTHOB OF <SAH SLICK* 

Each in One Volnme, elegantly printed, bound, and illnstrated, price Ss. 



NATURE AND HUMAN 

NATURE. 
WISE SAWS AND MODERN 

INSTANCES. 



THE OLD JUDGE ; OR, LIFE 

IN A COLONY. 
TRAITS OF AMERICAN 

HUMOUR. 



THE AMERICANS AT HOME. 



WOBHS BT MBS. OLIPHANT. 

Each in One Volnme, elegantly printed, bonnd, and illnstrated, price 68* 



ADAM GRAEME. 

THE LAIRD OF NORLAW. 

AGNES. 



THE LIFE OF THE REV. 

EDWARD IRVING. 
A ROSE IN JUNE. 



WOBES BT 6E0BGE HAG DONALD, LLJ). 

Each in One Volnme, elegantly printed, hound, and illnstrated, price 68. 

DAVID ELGINBROD. I ALEC FORBES OP 

ROBERT FALCONER. HOWGLEN. 



THE NEW AND POPULAR NOVELS. 

PUBLISHED BY HUKST & BLACKETT. 



:r 



PHCEBE JUNIOR ; A Last Ohbonicle op Cab- 

UMOFOBD. By Mrs. Oufhast. 8 toIb. 

UP TO THE MARK. By Mrs. Day, Author of 

ij " Prom Birth to Bridal," &c. 3 toIb. 

'f AS LONG AS SHE LIVED. By F. W. Robinson, 

' Author of " Grandmother's Money," &c. 3 vols. (Just Beady.J 

i HEARTS OR CORONETS. By Alice King, 

■ Author of *' Queen of Herself," &c. 3 vols. 

THE LORD OF CRAIGAVON. By Anne Beai-e, 

Author of " Fay Arlington," &c. 3 vols. (Just Ready.) 

LINKED LIVES- By Lady Gertkude Douglas. 

3 vols. 

" This Btory is foil of interest from beginning to end. Its sketches in Glasgow 
and Brittany are very spirited.''— jSpectotor. 

"It woold be difBcalt to find a more interesting story, or one in which the 
characters are more powerfully delineated."^(7aur(./oiimal. 

A FIGHT WITH FORTUNE. By Mobtimer 

Collins. 3 vols. 

" Mr. Mortimer CollinB is very much himself in * A Fight with Fortime.* There 
is no lack of pretty idyllic pictures— there are plenty of smart sayings.** — Aihmmum. 

'' The plot is artistic, the style vigoroos, and the characters are true to nature.**— 
Court Journal. 

''* A Fight with Fortune* is in Mr. Collins* brightest style. It cannot faU to 
delight the reader.**— ZfoycTx Nem. 

NO LOVE LOST, By Mrs, Randolph, ADthor of 

" Wild Hyacinth," " Gentianella," &c. 3 vols. 
" The plot of this story is worked out with consummate skiH The character of 
Mra Martindale is simply perfect"— 7o^ Bull. 
^ Mra Bandolph writes agreeably, and contrives to interest ns.'*— <S^Metaior. 

THE MANCHESTER MAN. By Mrs. G. LiNNiBSUS 

Banks, Author of " God's Providence House," &c. 3 vols. 

"Independently of its value as an aroh»ological and social study, *The ICan- 
dhester Man' has no little artistic merit In its broader features, as in its most 
minute details, it is worked out with a realism that reminds us of De Foe.**— Ttmes. 

" A thoroughly stirring and enthralling tale. As a noTd of character and incident 
it is admirable. There could not be a more vivid picture of Manchester life.**— PML 

" If to be entertaining constitutes the chief merit of a novel, the one before ns 
should take hi^ place amongst its fellows. It has exciting incident in plenty, mad 
displays much variety of character."— Poll JVoB QatOte. 

GUARDIAN AND LOVER, By Mrs, Alexander 

Fraseb, Author of " Denison's Wife," &c. 3 vols. 
" A decidedly good novel"- ileademif. 

"There is merit in this novel It is amusing, and likely to be popular. Ifre. 
Fra8er*s strong point is the delineation of character.'*— Poif. 
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PUBLISHED BY HUKST & BLACKETT. 



ERSILIA. By the Author of "My Little Lady," 

Second Edition. 3 vols. 

"A novel of more than common merit Ersilia is a character of much beauty, 
and her story holds the reader with an nnrelaxing interest A quite unusual ability 
in drawing character is the distinguishing excellence of this noveV"— Spectator, 

" In this pure and graceful tale we find equal power with its predecessor, some- 
what more of pathos, and also a great deal of admirably distinctiYe portraiture. 
Ersilia is a charming heroine."— Poxt. 

" * Ersilia * is a charming novel, which has interested and pleased us' exceedingly. 
It is one of those books which will be read and which cannot fail to be appreda^id." 
•^VanUy Fair. 

"The aim of this book is rather delineation of character than evolution of plot, 
though all the incidents are well conceived and clearly told. The portrait of 
Ersilia has been drawn with much care and sympathy, and is in many respects of 
high conception."— iieodemy. 

"The tone of this book is very pure and high. Fathers and mothers owe a debt 
of gratitude to the author 6t books like 'My Little Lady' and ' Ersilia,' which 
they can put into their daughters' hands without misgiving."— iStondord 

DIANA CAREW. By Mrs. Forrester, Author of 

" Dolores," &c. 3 vols. 

"Diana tells her story well." — AtJienaeum. 

"There is abxmdant evidence that Mrs. Forrester has not lost her early power 
of making shrewd and witty comments "—Po«^ 

"A delightful story. The reader's sympathies, once enlisted for Diana, never 
flag. The various subsidiary diaracters are all life-like, and in her dialogues Mrs. 
Forrester is especially happy. * Diana Carew ' is a really good book."— /oftn Bull 

HONOURS DIVIDED, By Morley Farrow, 

Author of " After Baxtow*s Death," &c. 3 vols. 
** A very pleasant and readable story.'*— iSfpecto^or.. 
*^ A novel of considerable merit The characters are vigorously portrayed."^ 



EDITH VAVASOUE. By Mrs. Graham Brans- 

OOMBE. 3 vols. 
"A charming story, replete with taste, interest, and spirit"— Cotir^ Journal. 

SISTER ANNA. By Mrs. Boulter. 3 vols. 

"A pleasant and well-written novel, of considerable power, and showing a good 
deal of skill in character drawing."— if omtn^ Post. 

THE SQUIRE'S LEGACY. By Mary Cecil Hay, 

Author of " Old Myddelton's Money," &c. 3 vols. 

** A good noveL Most of the characters are charming."— ^iiee^otor. 
" TluB book deserves the success which should attend pnre ideals and a graceful 
fancy. Doris herself is a charming heroine.."— ^Kftenonim. 

DIANE. By Katharine S. Macquoid, Author of 

" Patty," " My Story," &c. 2 vols. 21s. 

**A charming story. One of Mrs. Macquoid's happiest ettorte.'*— Spectator. 
" A book of no common sort It has enough of both merit and interest to entitle 
its author to a place in a very high rank of contemporary novelists."— Poll MaU. 

MY LOVE, SHE'S BUT A LASSIE. By the 

Author of " Queenie." 3 vols. 
" On the whole we call this book an improvement on * Queenie.* The authoress 
Btm shows the merits which we pointed out in reviewing that Btorj.^^AtJienceum. 
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Published annudOy^ in One VoL^ royal 8vo, with the Arms heauHjMBy 
engraved^ handstmeh/ bounds with gilt edges, price SU. 6dl 

LODGE'S PEERAGE 

AND BARONETAGE, 

CORRECTED BY THE NOBILITY. 



THE fOBTY-f IFTH EDITIOH FOB 1 876 IS HOW BEADY. 

Lodge's Peerage and Basometaoe is acknowledged to be the most 
complete, as well as the most elegant, work of the kmd. As an esta- 
blished and authentic authority on all questions respecting the family 
histories, honours, and connections of the titled aristocracy, no work has 
ever stood so high. It is published under the especial patronage of Her 
Majesty, and is annually corrected throughout, from the personal com- 
munications of the NobiUty. It is the only work of its class in which, ths 
type being kept constantly standing^ every correction is made in its proper 
place to the date of publication, an advantage which gives it supremacy 
over all its competitors. Independently of its full and authentic informa- 
tion respecting the existing F^ers and Baronets of the realm, the most 
sedulous attention is given in its pages to the collateral branches of the 
various noble families, and the names of many thousand individuals are 
introduced, which do not appear in other records of the titled classes. For 
its authority, correctness, and facility of arrangement, and the beauty of 
its typography and binding, the work is justly entitled to the place it 
occupies on the tables of Her Majesty and the Nobility. 

LIST OP THE PRINCIPAL CONTENTS. 



Historical View of the Peerage. 

Parliamentary Boll of the Hoiue of Lords. 

English, Scotch, and Irish Peers, in their 
orders of Precedence. 

Alphabetical List of Peers of Great Britain 
and the United Kingdom, holding supe- 
rior rank in the Scotch or Irish Peerage. 

Alphabetical list of Scotch and Irish Peers, 
holding superior titles in the Peerage of 
Great Britain and the United Kingdom. 

A Collective list of Peers, in their order of 
Precedence. 

Table of Precedency among Men. 

Table of Precedency among Women. 

The Queen and the Boyal Family. 

Peers of the Blood BoyaL 

The Peerage, alphabetically arranged. 

Families of such Extinct Peers as have left 
Widows or Issue. 

Alphabetical List of the Surnames of all the 
Peers. 



The Archbishops and Bishops of KnglaiHl, 
Ireland, and the Goloniea 

The Baronetage alphabetically arranged. 

Alphabetical List of Surnames aasmned by 
members of Noble Families. 

Alphabetical List of the Second Titles of 
Peers, usually borne by their Eldest 
Sons. 

Alphabetical Index to the Daughters ol 
Dukes, Marquises, and Earls, who, hav- 
ing married Commoners, retain the title 
of La^ before their own Christian and 
their Husband's Surnames. 

Alphabetical Index to the Daughters ol 
Viscounts and Barons, wha having 
married Conmioners, are styled Honour- 
able Mraj and, in case of the huaband 
being a Baronet or Knight, Honooiahle 
Lady. 

Mottoes alphabetically arranged and trtna- 
lated. 




"A work which corrects all errors of former works. It is a most useful publication. 
We are happy to bear testimony to the fact that scrupulous accuracy is a dfstingnlsh- 
ing feature of this book"— TVmes. 

*' Lodge's Peerage must supersede all other works of the kind, for two reasons: first, it 
is on a better plan ; and secondly, it is better executed. We can safely pronounce it to b« 
the readiest, the most useful, and exactest of modem works on the subject*'— ^jMelolor 

"A work of great value. It is the most faithful record we possess of the arisio- 
cnffif of the day.**— Pout. 

**The best existing, and, we believe, the best possible Peerage. It is the staadard 
— ^ '- OB the subject*'— ^teiMtordL 
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HURST & BUCKETrS STANDARD LIBRARY 

OF CHEAP EDITIONS OF 

POPULAR MODERN WORKS, 

ILLUSTRATED BT SIR J. GILBERT, MILLAIS, HOLMAN HUNT, LEECH, 
BIRKET FOSTER, TENNIEL, SANDYS, E. HUGHES, SAMBOURNE, &C. 

Each in a Single Volnme, eleganflj printed, bound, and illnstrated, piioe Ss. 
L— SAH SLICE'S NATUSE AND HUHAN NATUBE. 

*'The first volume of Messrs. Hnrst and Blackett's Standard Library of Obeap Editions 
forms a very good beginning to what will doubtless be a very saccessful undertaking. 
* Nature and Htunan Nature* is one of the best of Sam Slick's witty and humorous 
productions, and is well entitled to the large circulation which it cannot fail to obtain 
m its present convenient and cheap 8hap& The volume combines with the great recom- 
mendations of a clear, bold type, and good paper, the lesser but attractive merits of 
being well illustrated and elegantly bound."— >/*(»<. 

n.-^OHN HALIFAX, OENTLEUAN. 

" This is a very good and a very interesting work. It is designed to trace the career 
from boyhood to age of a perfect man— a Christian gentleman; and it abounds in inci* 
dent both well and highly wrought Throughout it is conceived in a high spirit, and 
written with great ability. This cheap and handsome new edition is worthy to pas» 
freely from hand to hand as a gift book in many householda"— ^aromiiMr. 

ni.— THE CEESCENT AND THE CEOSS. 

BY ELIOT WARBURTON. 
"Independent of its value as an original narrative, and its useful and interesting 
information, this work is remarkable for the colouring power and play of fancy with 
which its descriptions are enlivened. Among its greatest and most lasting charms is 
its reverent and serious spirit"— Quarterly Review. 

IV.— NATHALIE. By JULIA EAVANAGH. 

" * Nathalie ' is Miss Eavanagh's best imaginative effort Its manner is gracious and 
attractive. Its matter is good. A sentiment, a tenderness, are commanded by her 
which are as individual as they are eleganV—Athenmum. 

v.— A WOMAN'S THOUGHTS ABOUT WOMEN, 

BY THE AUTHOR OF "JOHN HALIFAX, GENTLEMAN." 
"A book of sound counsel It is one of the most sensible works of its kind, well* 
written, true-hearted, and altogether practical Whoever wishes to give advice to a- 
young lady may thank the author for means of doing ao."— Examiner. 

VI.— ADAH 6BAEME. By HBS. OLIFHANT. 

** A Story awakening genuine emotions of interest and delight by its admirable pio- 
tores of Scottish life and scenery. The author sets before us the essential attributes of 
Ohzistian virtue, with a delicacy, power, and truth which can hardly be suipassed."-/>oiL 

Vn.— SAH SLICE'S WISE SAWS AND HODEBN 
mSTANOES. 

"The reputation of this book will stand as long as that of Scott's or Bulwer's Novels. 
Its remarkable originality and happy descriptions of American life still continue the 
subject of universal admiration."— IfeMenflKr. 

Vm.— CABDINAL WISEMAN'S BECOLLECTIONS OF 
THE LAST FOUB POPES. 

** A picturesque book on Bome and its ecclesiastical sovereigns, by an eloquent Roman 
CathoucL Cardinal Wiseman has treated a special subject with so much geniality, that 
his recollections will excite no ill-feeling in those who are most conscientiously opposed 
to eveiy idea of human infallibility represented in Papal domination."— ^McmBum. 

IX.— A LIFE FOB A LIFE. 

BY THE AUTHOR OF " JOHN HALIFAX, GENTLEMAN." 
"In * A life for a Life ' the author is fortunate in a good siibjectk and has produced » 
work of strong effect"— iKAefuetim. 
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HURST & BLACKETTS STANDAKD LIBRAK: 

(continued.) 

x— the old coubt sububb. by leish huhtl 

** A deUgbtfol book, Uutt will be weleome to an mden» and mail w eltjui e to ttoi 
wbo bare a lore for the best kinds of nadmgr^F.\ i— wu . 

**Ainoreacreeable«iidentertamhisbookbMiiotbeaipabfialied imee BoswaD pci 
dnced his reminisceoees of Jc^mson.'*- ^ 




XI.— MASGABET AHB HEB ERIDESKAID& 

** We recommend sn who sre in search of a faerinathig novel to read flite woric f « 
themselres. They will find it well worth their whUsL There are a fmnfinriw »^^ ati 
gfnaUty about it quite charmini^"— ^(AounoHL 

XIL— THE OLD JUDGE. By SAM SLICK 

** The publications inchided in this library haye aDbeenof good qnality; many cfr 
faiformation while ther entertain, and of that class the book before os is a apeenoa 
The manner in which the Cheap Editions forming the series is produced, deaerre 
especial mention. The paper and print are miezceptionable ; there is a steel engrBTini 
hi each yolmne, and the ontsides of them will satisfy the pnzchaaer who w^i»i t to eei 
books in hftpii««Tw*> oniform.**— ^commer. 

XnL— DABIEN. By ELIOT WABBTJETOIT. 

** This last production of the author of 'The Crescent and the Crosa'has thanm 
elements of a rery wide popularity. It will please its thonsan d a"— Otoftc 

XIV.— FAMILY BOMAKCE; OB^ DOMESTIC AKHALS 
OF THE ABISTOCBACT. 

BY SIR BERNARD BURKE, ULSTER KING OF ARlfS. 

" It were impossible to praise too highly this most interesting book. It onglit to \n 
found on erery drawing-room ta,h\e."-^Umdard, 

XV.— THE LAIBD OF NOELAW. By MBS. OLIPHAITr. 

** The ' Laird of Korlaw * fully sustains the author's high reputation.**— iSwKfay Timet. 

XVI.— THE ENGLISHWOMAN IN ITALY. 

" We can praise Mrs. Gretton's book as interesting, unezaggerated, and full of oppo^ 
tune instruction.*'— 2^iRe«. 

XVn.— NOTHING NEW. 

BY THE AUTHOR OF " JOHN HALIFAX, GENTLEMAN." 

" * Nothing New * displays all those superior merits which h*ye made * John Halifax 
one of the most popular works of the day."— Port. 

XVm.— FBEEB'S LIFE OF JEANNE D'ALBBET. 

"Nothing can be more interesting than Miss Freer's story of the life of Jeaani 
D' Albret, and the narrative is as trustworthy as it is attractive."— Poit 

XIX.— THE VALLEY OF A HUNDBED FIBES. 

BT THE AUTHOR OF "MARGARET AND HER BRIDESMAIDS." 
" If asked to classify this work, w e should give it a place between * John Halifax * trnd 
'The Caxtons.* ''^^tandard, 

XX.— THE BOMANCE OF THE FOBTTM. 

BY PETER BURKE, SERGEANT AT LAW. 

" A work of singular interest, which can never fail to charm. The present cheap aa<] 
elegant editiooi includes the true story of the Colleen Bawn.'*»7ntw<ra<e(f Ntwt, 

XXI.— ADELE. By JULIA KAVANAGH. 

***Ad<lt* it the best work we have read by Miss Eayaiuigh ; it isaohanning story 
" tf dtUisitt oharacter-painting."»ii</i€iuettm. 
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XXn.— STUDIES FEOM LIFE. 

BY THE AUTHOR OP "JOHN HALIFAX, GENTLEMAN." 
" These ' Studies from Life * are remarkable for graphic power and obseryatioa The 
book will not diminish the reputation of the accomplished author."— /Sfa<tfr<&iy .Review. 

XXm.— GKAITDMOTHEB'S MONEY. 

" We commend * Grandmother's Money ' to readers in search of a good noveL The 
charaoten are true to human nature, and the story is interesting."— ^(^kemmink 

XXIV.— A BOOK ABOUT DOCTOES. 

BY J. 0. JEAFFRESON. 
" A delightful hook.**— Athenaeum. " A book to be read and re-read ; fit for the study 
«8 well as the drawing-room table and the circulating library."— Zoncet 

XXV.— NO CHTIEOH. 

"We advise all who have the opportunity to read this hook."— Athenaeum, 

XXYI.— mSTBESS AND MAID. 

BY THE AUTHOR OF " JOHN HALIFAX, GENTLEMAN." 
" A good wholesome book, gracefully written, and as pleasant to read as it is instmo- 
tiyeJ'^—AtheMeum. " A charming tale charmingly to\±"— Standard. 

XXVn.— LOST AND SAVED. By HON. MRS. NOBTON. 

** * Lost and Saved * will be read with eager interest It is a vigorous novel*'- Ifmei. 
"A novel of rare excellence. It is Mrs. Norton's best prose woTk."—E3xaniner. 

XXVm.— LES mSERABLES. By VIOTOE HUGO. 

AUTHORISED COPYRIGHT ENGLISH TRANSLATION. 
"The merits of *Les Miserables' do not merely consist in the conception of it as a 
whole ; it abounds with details of unequalled beauty. M. Victor Hugo has stamped upon 
every page the hall-mark of genius.'*— Qtiorfer^ Reowo. 

XXIX.— BAEBAEA'S HISTOET. 

BY AMELIA B. EDWARDS. 

" It is not often that we light upon a novel of so much merit and interest as * Barbara's 

History.* It is a work conspicuous for taste and literary culture. It is a very graceful 

and charming book, with a well-managed story, clearly-cut characters, and sentiments 

expressed with an exquisite elocutioa It is a book which the world will lika"— T^mieg, 

XXX.— LIFE OF THE EEV. EDWAED lEVING. 

BY MRS. OLIPHANT. 

" A good book on a most interesting theme."— IVmes. 

" A truly interesting and most affecting memoir. Irving's Life ought to have a niche 
in every gallery of religious biography. There are few lives that will be fuller of in- 
Btruotion, interest, and consolatioa"— •Storturdo^ Remew. 

XXXI.— ST. OLAVE'S. 

** This charming novel is the work of one who possesses a great talent for writing, as 
well as experience and knowledge of the world. ^—'Athenoeum. 

XXXn.— SAH SLICE'S AHEBICAN HUMGUB. 

** Dip where you wHl into this lottery of fun, you are sure to draw out a priza"— /*o«t 

XXXm.— OHEISTIAN'S MISTAKE. 

BY THE AUTHOR OF "JOHN HALIFAX, GENTLEMAN." 
" A more charming story has rarely been writtea Even if tried by the standard of 
the Archbishop of York, we should expect that even he would pronounce * Ohristian's 
liistake ' a novel without a fault'*— IVmei 

XXXIV.— ALEC FOEBES OF HOWGLEN. 

BY GEORGE MAO DONALD, LL.D. 
"No account of this story would give any idea of the profound interest that perrades 
the work from the first page to the ]b.9X,**— Athenaeum. 
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ZXXY.— AGNES. By MBS. OLIPHANT. 

** * Agnes * Ib a novel superior to any of Mrs. Oliphant's former woik&**— ^MenanMi 
** A Btory whose pathetic beauty will appeal irresistibly to all readers.'*— PML 

XXXVI.— A NOBLE LIFE. 

BY THE AUTHOR OF "JOHN HALIFAX, GENTLEMAN." 
**This is one of those pleasant tales in which the author of * John HaUfax* speal 
out of a generous heart the purest truths of )Ue."-— Examiner. 

XXXVn.— NEW AHEBICA. By HEFWOBTH DIXOF. 

" A very interesting book. Mr. Dixon has written thoughtfully and weD.** — Thnes. 
Mr. Dixon's yery entertaining and instructive work on New Amerioa^**— Poll MtH Cfc 
'*We recommend every one who feels any interest in human nature to read M 
Dixon's very interesting book."— iSarftirdiiif Bevim. 

XXXVm.— EOBEET FALCONER. 

BY GEORGE MAO DONALD, LL.D. 
" * Bobeit Falconer ' is a work brimful of life and humour and of the deepest hnnu 
Interesf It is a book to be returned to again and ageiin for the deep and searchii 
knowledge it evinces of human thoughts and feelings."-— ^tAaMnim. 

XXXIX.— THE WOMAN'S KINGDOlt 
BY THE AUTHOR OF "JOHN HALIFAX, GENTLEMAN.- 

»»The Woman's Kingdom* sustains the author's reputation as • writer of tl 
purest and noblest kind pf domestic BtoiiuL^Athenmtm. 

XL.— ANNALS OF AN EVENTFUL LIFE. 

BY GEORGE WEBBE DASENT, D.CJL. 
**A racy, well-written, and original novel The interest never flags. The who 
work sparkles with wit and hnmour." — Quarterly Review, 

XLL— DAVID ELGINBEOD. 

BY GEORGE MAO DONALD, LL.D. 
** A novel which is the work of a man of true genius. It will attract the higfae 
class of readers."— airoefc 

XLn.— A BBAVE LADY. 

BY THE AUTHOR OF '* JOHN HALIFAX, GENTLEMAN."* 

"A very good novel; a thoughtful, well-written book, showing a tender, sympatl 
with human nature, and permeated by a pure and noble spirit**— -i^MmtiMr. ' 

XLin.— HANNAH. 

BY THE AUTHOR OF " JOHN HALIFAX, GENTLEMAN.'* 
" A powerful novel of social and domestic life. One of the most snooessfnl vBotIb ( 

a successful novelist"— Z)atly ilTewc. 

' A very pleasant, healthy story, well and artistically told. The book is sure of 

wide circle of readers. The character of Hannah is one of rare beauty.**— iSitaMbrdL 

XMV.— SAH SLICE'S AHEBICANS AT HOHE. 

**Thi8 is one of the most amusing books that we ever read.**— ^SVoNdiirdL 

XLY.- THE TTNEIND WOBD. 

BY THE AUTHOR OF "JOHN HALIFAX, GENTLEMAN.'* 
**The author of * John Halifax' has written many fascinating stories, but we ci 
call to mind nothing from her pen that has a more enduring charm than the gracef 
sketches in this work. Such a character as Jessie stands out from a crowd of heroim 
as the type of all that is truly noble, pure, and womanly."— ITMIed Sertke Maffogkte. 

XLVL— A BOSE IN JTTNE. By MBS. OLIPHANT. 

" * A Bose in June ' is as pretty as its title. The story is one of the best and mo 

toooihJng which we owe to the industry and talent of mtbl Oliphant and in its slend 

and playful satire may hold its own with eren * The ChronidM of OuUii 

16 



